.^c^^^^<-^ 


.^r 


(7)   j> 


S   BART 


HEW  YOBK  AND  GUjGACO 


PRINCETON,     N.    J. 


^ie^m/e//^(^.0(;.  Mj^/?uyt^^^  ^■^. 


Division 
Section  .. 


Shelf^... Number. 


CJZ. 


THE 


GOSPEL  TEMPERAiNCE 


HYMNAL 


-AND- 


CORONATION  SONGS 


A.  S.  BARNES  &  CO 

NEW  YORK  AKD  CHICAGO 


Copynght,  1878,  1879,  1886,  by  A.  S.  Barnes  ^  Co. 

ALL     RIGHTS     RESERVED. 


PREFACE. 


sssse 

This  little  volume  is  issued  with  the  hope  that  it  may  furnish  the 
various  temperance  societies,  and  other  bands  of  Christian  workers, 
with  a  neat  and  inexpensive  volume  of  good  music  for  their  regular 
meetings  and  for  their  more  informal  gatherings. 

The  aim  has  been  to  add  many  new  pieces,  and  also  to  retain  some 
of  the  time-honored  old  prayer-meeting  hymns  and  tunes  that  awak- 
en such  memories  of  the  time  when  we 

"  fancied  the  Bethel-bent  beam 

That  trembled  to  earth  in  the  Patriarch's  dream. 

Was  a  ladder  of  song  in  that  ^vilde^ness  rest 

From  the  pillow  of  stone  to  the  bine  of  the  Blest, 

And  the  angels  descending  to  dwell  with  us  here, 

•Old  Hundred'  and  'Corinth  "  and  "China'  and  '  Mear.'  '' 

Care  has  been  taken  to  select  only  such  tunes  as  are  within  the 
scope  of  the  ordinary  voice  ;  it  having  been  demonstrated  that  many 
more  persons  will  join  in  congregational  singing  if  the  pieces  sung 
do  not  require  any  great  vocal  effort. 

It  is  earnestly  hoped  that  this  collection  may  contain  some  hymns 
and  tunes  that  will  touch  responsive  chords  in  many  human  hearts 
and  be  the  means  of  doing  a  much  greater  good  than  simplv  aiding 
people  in  their  "  service  of  song." 


INDORSEMENT, 


Having  examined  the  Hymns  about  to  be  published 
by  Messrs.  A.  S.  Baenes  <fe  Co.,  under  the  title  of  THE 
GOSPEL  TEMPEEANCE  HYMNAL,  I  desire  to  give 
my  approval  to  them,  and  to  say  that  I  believe  this 
book,  at  the  low  price  at  which  it  is  supplied,  will 
prove  a  most  valuable  and  efficient  aid  to  our  Christian 
workers. 


EvANSTON,  III  .  Jan'v  6th,  1886. 


GOSPEL 


TEMPERANCE  HYMNAL. 


No.  1.      JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 


"  The  Lord  will  be  a  refuge  in  time  of  trouble. 
Rev.  COAKLES  Wesley. 


-Psalm  9:9. 


S.  B.  Marsh. 
Fine. 


it^^^=^i=^aj^^igiii7ia 


,    j    Je  -  sus,  lov  -  er     of     my  soul,    Let    me  to    Thy    bo  -  som    fly,       I 
"j    While  the  near  -  er     wa-tersroll,  While  the  tempest    still     is     high;    \ 
D.  C.  Safe   in  -  to    the    ha  -  ven  guide,  Oh,   receive    my    soul    at     last. 
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Hide  me,  O   my   Saviour 


hide,        Till    the  storm  of     life    is 


tp- 


-^=c 


' • x-t:;^  --CX 1 


past : 


Other  refuge  have  I  none. 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,  oh.  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed  ; 

.All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring  ; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 
Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want: 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find: 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 


(5) 


Just  and  holy  is  Thy  Name. 
I  am  all  umluhteousness: 

Vile,  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found- 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin : 

Let  the  healing  stream's  abound; 
Make  me,  keep  me.  pure  within. 

Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art. 
Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee; 

Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 


Xo.  2. 


NEAR  THE  CROSS. 


"  Peace  through  the  blood  of  His  cross. 
Fanky  J.  Crosby. 

-S- 


COLL.  1 :  29. 

W.  H.  DOANE,  by  per. 


1.  Je  -   sus,  keep  me  near    the  cross, 

2.  Near   the  cross,    a    trembling  soul, 

3.  Near  the  cross!  0    Lamb  of   God, 

4.  Near  the  cross  I'll  watch  and  wait, 


§1-^ 


There    a     pre  -  cious  fountain 
Love  and  mer  -  cy   found  me; 

Bring   its  scenes  be  -  fore     me ; 
Hop  -  ing,  trust  -  ing    ev  -    er, 

:t--ct=i=E=: 


?_:H:=t: 
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Free  to  all —  a  heal  -  ing  stream,  Flows  from  Calvary's  mountain. 
There  the  bright  and  morn-ing  star  Shed  its  beams  a- round  me. 
Help  me  walk  from  day  to  day  With  its  shad  -  ows  o'er  me. 
Till       I     reach  the  gold  -  en   strand  Just     be-yond    the    riv   -   er. 


^ 
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In        the  cross. 


v:=:tz: 
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the  cross        Be      my  glo  -    ry 

-"fT—V-i— r-t^ -t^— t^ f^ 


*=^^^-^ 


^ • 

Till     my   rap- tured  soul  shall  find 
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Rest     be-vond    the    riv 


No.:i.       BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES. 


The  harvest  is  the  end  of  the  world."— Matt.  13:  39. 


Knowles  Shaw. 


George  A.  Minor,  by  per. 

N— - 


gc*=g^li^i!ili1bia5?fl 


1.  Sow-ing     in      the  morn- ing,    sow-ing  seeds   of  kind- ness,  Sowing  in     the 

2.  Sow-ing    in      the   sun- shine,  sow-ing    in     the  shad- ows,  Fearing  neither 

3.  Go -ing  forth  with  weep- ing,    sow-ing    for    the   Mas  -  t(-r,  Tho' tl:eh>ss  sns 


:»Z3 


Zizziwz 
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noon-  tide  and  the  dew  -  y  eve ;  Wait-ing  for  the  har  -  vest,  and  the 
clouds  nor  win-ter'schill-ing breeze;  By  and  by  the  har  -  vest,  and  the 
tain'd  our     spir  -  it     oft  -  en  grieves  ;  When  our  weeping's  o  -  ver,    He  will 


t=iF= 
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time  of  reap- ing,  We  shall  come,re  -  joic  -  ing,  bringing  in  the  sheaves. 
la  -  bor  end  -  ed,  "VVe  shall  come,re  -  joic  -  ing,  bringing  in  the  sheaves. 
bid     us   wel-come,  We  shall  come, re  -  joic  -  ing,  bringing    in     thesheaves. 


^EEt 
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Chorus, 
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Bringing    in     thesheaves.  bringing  in      the  sheaves.  We  shall  come,  re-joic- 


t7— k-t^-F- 


ing,    bring-ing     in       thesheaves,  -ing,    bring -ing      in 


the  sheaves. 


P 


(7) 


NEED  THE  PRAYERS  OF  THOSE  I  LOVE. 


No.  4:. 


'•  Prayer  was  made  witbont  ceaeing  of  the  church  unto 
God  for  him  "' — Acts  12  :  5. 


J.  E.  Rankin,  D.I). 


'fcir 


E.  S.  LORENZ. 

-N — ^ 


1.  I  need  Lhe prayers  of  those  I    love!  I    need  the  sweet,  sweet feelinc:,  Tli at 


Se^ 
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suit    for    nie    is  urged    a -bove,  "When-e'er  dear  friends  are  kneel-in^ 
__        ^     ^     ^     ■*•     ^  -^      ^•-        #^       '  ^ 


A  -    mid  life's  cares   . 


I    need  the    prayen 


r  ^  ^  ry  ^  '  '  ^    ^    ^  ^ 
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A  -  mid  life's  cares 


^^:zf: 
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I  need  the  pravers, 
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need    the    prayers 


of    those   I   love 


£=i^=ri^S=EEE?^?E^f! 


A  - 
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I    need  the  prayers  of  tliose    I    love,      of  those  I     love, 


9:1: 


t'=n 
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-  mid  life's    cares.  . 

I 

1 r — ^ ^- 

need 

the    prnyers I 
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A  -  mid  life's  cnres, 
A     jt     ^     Jt 

1    need  tlie  jirayers 

^  -_^_ 
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NEED  THE  PRAYERS.-Concluded. 


need  the    prayers. 

of     those    I      love 

^    qq 

W  i—i  i^^ 

I 

need  the  prayers  of  those    I    love,  of  those 

I    love. 

L_ ^ — . ^-1 ^ — 0 — 0-t — 
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2  Of  those  I  love  the  prayers  I  need  !        I  3  Of  those  I  love.  I  need  the  prayers  I 


They  know  my  wants  and  ailings 
They  know  the  way  to  intercede 
For  all  my  faults  and  failings. 
On  bended  knee, 
Remember  me, 
Of  those  I  love  the  prayers  I  need. 


Whene'er  God's  throne  addressing: 
'Twill  keep  my  feet  from  sins  and  snares, 
'Twill  break  in  show'rs  of  blessing, 
Who  love  me  yet. 
O  ne'er  forget ; 
Of  those  I  love,  I  need  the  prayers ! 


No.  o 


WILL  YOU  MEET  US? 


Slave  Melody. 


-•-f- 


1.    Sav,  brothers,  will  vou  meet  us,     Sav,  brothers,  will    vou  meet    us. 


-iSJL 
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Say,  brothers,  will  you  meet   us,      On     Ca-naan's  hap-  py     shore 


2  Say,  sisters,  will  you  meet  us 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore  ? 

3  By  the  grace  of  God  Til  meet  j'ou    ' 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 


4  That  will  be  a  happy  meeting 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

5  Jesus  lives  and  reigns  forever 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 


(S) 


No.'i, 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


CLOSE  TO  THEE. 


S.  J.  Vail,  by  per. 


i^i 


ifc:t|=--S: 


m 


1.  Thou,  my  ev   -    er-last-  ingpor-tion,  More  than  friend  or  life      to  me, 

2.  Not      for  ease      or  world  -  ly  pleasure,  Nor  for  fame  my  prayer  shall  be: 

3.  Lead     me  thro'   the  vale      of  shadows,  Bear  me  o'er  life's  fit  -    ful  sea 


All      a-long  my    pil-grim  jour- ney,   Sav-iour,let 
Glad -Iv  will     1      toil  and  suf  -   fer,     On   -  Iv    let 


me  walk  with  Thee, 
me  walk  witli  Thee. 


Then  the  gate  of      life      e  -  ter  -   nal    May      I     en  -  ter,  Lord,  with  Thee. 


w^ 


i±A 


^-^ 


Cliorus, 


1— r-i ! P 1 ^ P» f»^-l 


Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee, 
Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee, 
Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee, 


cS: 
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Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee;  All  a- 
Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee;  Glad  -  ly 
Close    to  Thee!    close    to  Thee;     Then  the 


pFlESEi- 
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r 

long  my  pil  -  grim  jour  -  ney,  Sav  -  iour,  let  me  walk  with  Thee, 
will  I  toil  and  suf  -  fef,  On  -  Iv  let  me  walk  with  Thee, 
gate    of    life       e  -    ter   -    nal       May      I       en    -   ter.  Lord,  with  Thee. 


(10) 


ALAS!  AND  DID  MY  SAVIOUR  BLEED? 

j^  Om   tJ  9         "He  was  wounded  for  our  transgressions. "—Is.  53  :  5. 

I.  ^7\•^^s.    1707.  S.  J.  Tail. 

1.  A  -  las !  and  did    my    Sa-viour bleed?  And    did   my  Sovereign     die? 

2.  Was  it     for  crimes  that  I     have  done?  He  groan'd  upon      the     tree? 

3.  Well  might  the  sun   in    dark-ness  hide,  And   shut  his   glo  -  ries       in, 


^-p-8-^»-F^ — »-»  "-  »-F 
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Would  He     de -vote  that    sa-credhead   For  such   a  worm    as        I? 

A-maz-ing  pi  -  ty  !  grace  unknown!  And  love  be-yond    de  -  gree! 
When  Christ,  the  migh -ty    Mak-er,  died    For  man  the  crea-ture's    sin. 


§ls 


Chorus. 


Je 


sus 


died     for 

I 


Je  -  sus      died       for 


§^S: 


for  Ton, 
-0—0—0 
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me, 

for  me, 


I  Yes,    Je- sus  died  for     all    man-kind,  Bless  God,  sal  -  va -  tion's    free. 

_ «— r^ - _#_^« 0 ^ •_  J*: ."f" ."f" ^^_^  #^*_^^ 


4  Thus  miirht  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  His  dear  cross  appears, 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  tiiankfulness, 

And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

Cho:— Jesus  died  for  you,  &c. 

By  Permission. 


5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away; 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

Cho  :  -  Jesus  died  for  vou,  <fcc 
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No.  9, 


"TITLE  CLEAR." 


stand,  therefore.''— Eph.  12:  14. 


m 


Rearranged,  with  Chorus,  by  T.  C.  O'Kaxe. 


^^ 
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1.  When  I     can  read  my    ti  -  tie  clear,  ti  -  tie  clear.  To  mansions  in    the 

2.  Should  earth  against  my  soul  en  -i^age,  soul  en-iiage,  And  tie  -  ry  darts  be 

3.  Let  cares,  like    a  wild    deluge  come,  deluge  come,  Let  storms  of  sor- row 

4.  There  I    shall  bathe  my  wea-ry  soul,  wea-ry  soul,    In   seas   of  heavenly 


m, 
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skies,      in    the  skies,  I'll      bid  fare-well    to 

hurled,dart3  be  hurled,  Then    I  can  smile  at 

fall,        sor-row    fall,  So        I  but    safe  -  ly 

rest,     heavenly  rest.  And    not  a    wave  of 


P       ^ 

ev  -  ery     fear, 
Sa  -  tan's  rage, 
reach  my    home, 
trou  -  ble    roll 

1^   , 
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Cliorus. 


And 
And 
My 
A  - 


wipe 
face 
God, 
cross 


my  weep-nig 
a  frowning 
my  heaven. my 
my    peace-ful 


^-%- 


exes, 
world. 

all. 
breast. 
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We 
We 


will  stand  the  . 

will  staDd,stand  the  storm,  It   will 
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Storm,         .         .         .           We    will    an      -      chor             by 
not       be    ver  -  'y    long.    We    Mill    an  -  chor  by  -  and  -  by, 

^ -^— ^ #_ 

-  and 
AVe  will 
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From  Additional  Frci:h  Leaves.     By  p<-r.           (12) 

TITLE  CLEAR -Concluded, 
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by,  by  -  and  -  by, 

all  -  clior    by  -  uud  -  by, 
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We    \\ill  stand        .          .          .        Ibe 
We    will  stand,    staud  the  storm,      It    will 
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storm, 

not       be  ver  -  y    long. 

"We  will    an  -  clior  by  - 
We  will    an  -  clior  by  - 
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and  -  by,      by-and-lsy. 
and  -  by,      Ijy-and-by. 
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2Vb.  10. 


DEPTH  OF  MERCY. 


"  A  brokeu  and  a  contrite  heart,  O  God,  thou  wilt  not  despise." 
Rev.  Chas.  Wesley. 


Mcr  -  cy     still  reserved  for  me?     ) 
Mts_   the   clnef  of     sin  ners  spare?  j" 

,         I 


-PsA.  51:  IT. 

J.  Stevenson. 


Repent  jyp 


wailm< 


waitin: 


to    for  •  give. 


2  I  have  lonir  withstood  His  grace; 
Lon2:  provoked  Him  to  His  face; 
Would  not  barken  to  His  calls; 
Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls. 
Cho:— God  is  love,  &c. 


(13) 


3  Now  incline  me  to  repent; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 
Cho:-  God  is  lore,  <fec. 


No.  11. 


Eev.  HORATICS  BONAR  1874 
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REJOICE  AND  BE  GLAD. 

i 


English  Melody. 


±=^ 


Re-joiceand  be    glad  I  The  Re-deem-er 


has  come!    Go 


iq 


look  on   His 


-f— *- 
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Chorus. 
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era  -  die,  His  cross,  and  His  tomb.  Sound  His  praises,tell  the  Sto  ■ 

I      ^     -^     #-    -^ 
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ry 


Cho.  for  1th  verse. — Sound  His  praises, 

^ 


tell  the  Sto -ry 


Him  who  was  slain  ;  Sound  His  praises, tell  with  gladness,He  liv-eth  a- gain. 


■^ C 1 — — 
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Him  who  was  slain  ;  Sound  His  praises,  tell  with  gladness,Hecometh  a-  gain. 

5  Rejoice  and  be  glad ! 

For  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 
O'er  death  is  triumphant, 
And  liveth  again.— CAo. 
G  Rejoice  and  be  glad ! 

For  our  King  is  on  high, 
He  pleadeth  for  us  on 
Cho.  His  throne  in  the  sky.— CAo. 

7  Rejoice  and  be  glad ! 
For  He  cometh  again  ; 
He  cometh  in  glory, 
The  Lamb  that  was  slain. — Cho. 


2  Rejoice  and  be  glad  ! 

It  is  sunshine  at  last  I 
The  clouds  have  departed, 
The  shadows  are  past. — Cho. 

3  Rejoice  and  be  glad  ! 

For  the  blood  hath  been  shed 
Redemption  is  finished, 
The  price  hath  been  paid.- 

4  Rejoice  and  be  glad! 

Xow  the  pardon  is  free ! 
The  Just  for  the  unjust 
Has  died  on  the  tree. — Cho. 


Xo,  12.  REVIVE  rS  AGAIN. 

1  We  praise  Thee,  O  God  !  for  the  Son  of  Thy  love, 
For  Jesus  who  died,  and  is  now  gone  above. 

Cho. — Hallelujah  !  Thine  the  glory,  Hallelujah  !  amen, 
Hallelujah  I  Thine  the  glory,  revive  us  again. 

2  We  praise  Thee,  O  God  !  for  Thy  Spirit  of  light, 

Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our  night.— CAo. 

3  All  glorv  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  cleansed  every  stain.— C'Ao. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace, 

Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our  ways.— CAo. 

5  Revive  us  again  ;  fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love, 

May  each  soul  be  kindled  with  tire  from  above.—  CAo. 

n4)  Bev.  WM.  PATON  MACKEY.  1866 


:So.  13.     GATHER  THE  HARVEST  IN. 

"  The  harvest  truly  is  plenteous,  but  the  laborers  are  few."— IIatt.  9  :  37. 
g  J  G  Arr.  from  Rev.  S.  J.  Graham. 
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1.  Be-bold !  with  grain  the  fields  are  white,   Gather    the    bar  -  vest    in ; 

2.  All    ye     who  love     the  Mas  -  ter's  cause,  Gather    the    bar  -  vest    in ; 


Now    it        is    day,  soon  comes  the  night;     Gather    the    har-vest    in. 
Seek  not     to    win    the  world's  applause,     Gather    the    har-vest    in. 
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Gather    the    har  -  vest 
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the    har  -  vest    in 
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Gather  the    harvest  in, 


Gather  the     harvest  in. 


Be-hold!  the  fields  are     al  -  read  -  y  white,  Gather    the    harvest      in. 


3  Ye  noble  servants  of  the  Lord, 
Gather  the  harvest  in; 
And  have  your  sheaves  securely  stored : 
Gather  the  "Harvest  in. — C/io. 


4  Then,  when  God's  work  on  earth  is  done. 
The  world  redeemed  from  sin, 
Ye  all  shall  shine  fortii  as  the  sun. 
The  harvest  gathered  in.  — C?io> 
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No.  14:. 


PASS  NOT  BY. 


Mrs.  E.  C.  KiNNET. 
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T.  E.  PEltKINS. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav- iour,  hear  our  cry!  Pass  not  by, 

2.  We  have  heard  Thy  footsteps  near,  Pass  not  by, 

3.  Prostrate    in     Thy  path  we    lie —  Pass  not  by, 

4.  Lord,  we   can  -  not    let  Thee  go,  Pass  not  by, 


oh,  pass  not  by ! 

oh,  pass  not  by ! 

oh,  pass  not  by! 

oh,  pass  not  by ! 
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Thou  art  com  -  ing,  Lord,  so  nigh.  Bless  us,  too, 
See    the  con -trite  sin-ner's  tear —  Lis  -  ten    to 

Lest  our  ver  -  y  faith  should  die,  Pass  not  bj', 
In     our  midst  Thy  presence  show.   Till  Thou  bless 

-^ «-,-^-  •  — ^ ^ #-r-(« ^ i 
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oh,  pass  not 

the  long-ing 

oh,  pass  not 

us  will  we 


by! 
sigh 
by! 
crv: 
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Lord,  ful  -  fil    Thy  presence  now;    Pour  Thy  Spir  -  it  while  we      bow; 
Je  -  sus,  hear  our   earn- est   call,       Let  Thy  bless -ing  rest    on        all; 
To    Thy  gar-ments  we  will  cling.     All    our  need    be  -  fore  Thee  bring ; 
Breatlie,oh,breatheon  us,   we  pray:   Tar-  ry    not,    oh,  come  to   -  day, 

^        m       -^  >      m        ^       m  J^      }"      J 
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Turn   to      us,      as    one  we    cry. 

When  Thy  Spir  -  it      is      so    nigh, 

Son    of     Da  -  vid,  hear  our  cry, 

While  we  wait,  and  watch, and  cry, 


Pass  not  by, 
Pass  not  by. 
Pass  not  by, 
Pass  not    bv, 


oh,  pass  not  by  ! 

oh,  pass  not  by  ! 

oh,  pass  not  by  ! 

oh,  pass  not  by  ! 


Copyright,  1879,  by  Theodore  E.  Perkins. 
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No.  15. 

Sir  John  Bowrino 


RATHBUN.    8s  4  7s. 


ITHAMAR  CONKET 


1  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time, 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 


Never  shall  the  Cross  forsake  me ; 

Lo  !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 
3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaniing 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way. 
From  the  Cross  the  radiance  streaming, 

Adds  new  luster  to  the  day. 


No.  10. 


ROCK  OF  AGES. 


"  The  Lord  is  my  defence,  and  my  God  is  the  Rock  of  my  refuge."— Psa.  94 :  22. 
Rev.  A.  M.  TOPLADY,  1776.  Dr.  Tiios.  Hastings,  1839. 

Fine. 

me,     Let   me  hide  my- self  in     Thee: 
cure.  Save  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 
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Let   the      wa  -  tei 
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wa  -   ter  and    the   blood.  From  Thy  riv 


en  side  which  flowed. 
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Not  the  labor  of  my  hands 
Could  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow. 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 
Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress, 


(17) 


Helple-ss,  look  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  Thy  fountain  fly, 
Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  I  die. 
While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  mine  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 


No.  17. 

Rev.  H.  B.  Haktzleb. 


TRUSTING  IN  THE  PROMISE. 


"  He  is  faithful  that  promised.'' — Heb.  10  :  23. 


E.  S.  LORENZ. 
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1.     I    have  found    re  -  pose    for 

my  wea  -  ry 

soul,  Trust-ing  in    the 

2.    I    will      sing    my    song    as 

the  days  go 

by,     Trust-ing  in    the 

3.  Oh,  the    peace  and    joy      of 

the    life    I 

live,   Trust-ing  in    the 
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prom  -  ise 
prom  -  ise 
prom  -  ise 


of    the      Sav  -    ior;  And      a       har-  bor      safe  when  the 
of    the      Sav  -    ior;  And    re  -  joice    in     liope,  while    I 
of    the      Sav  -    ior;  Oh,      the  strength  and  grace  on  -  ly 
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bil  -  lows  roll,  Trust-ing  in  the  prom-ise  of  the  Sav  -  ior.  I  will 
live  or  die,  Trust-ing  in  the  prom-ise  of  the  Sav  -  ior.  I  can 
God  can  give,  Trust-ing  in    the  prom-ise    of    the    Sav  -  ior.  Who -so - 
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^'^ar  no  foe  in  the  dead  -  ly  strife,  Trust-ing  in  the  prom-ise  of  the 
senile' at  grief,  and  a-  bide  in  pain,  Trust-ing  in  the  prom-ise  of  the 
^y  -  er  will  may  be  saved  to  -  daj-,  Trust-ing  in  the  prom-ise    of    the 
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TRUSTING  IN  THE  PROMISE.-Concluded. 


r                        ^     ^ 

!        !        ' 

1^       N     #                         v       ^       v       V 

1  V   1                                        ^ 

A       4       « 

in»                           NSVS 

>Lli                         ^  •  • 

*    •       1                     m         ^ 

¥^^     ^      ^ — »  -.  ^ 

-i .  i^  ^  r — ^^  s  i  i  i 

^ gl ^ '     *     9 

•^                                     1 

Sav  -  ior;    I    will 
Sav  -ior;  And  the 
Sav  -  ior;  And  be  - 

bear  my    lot 
loss  of     ill! 
^in  to  walk 
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in    the  toil    of    life,  Trust-ing   in  the 
shall  be  high-est  gain,  Trust-ing  in  the 
in    the    ho-ly  wav,  Trust-ing    in  the 
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prom-ise      of       the   Sav  -  ior,        Rest-ing  on    His  miglit-y  arm   for  - 
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ev  -  er.  Nev  -  er  from  His  lov  -  ing  heart  to    sev  -   er,      1    will   rest  bv 
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grace  In   His  strong  embrace,  Trusting  in     the  prom-ise   of  the   Sav-ior. 
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PLEYEL'S  HYMN. 
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I  Brother,  hast  thou  wandered  far 
From  thy  Father's  iiappy  home. 
With  thyself  and  God  at  war  ? 
Turn  thee,  brother;  homeward  come. 


2  Hast  thou  wasted  all  the  powers 

God  for  noble  uses  gave? 
Squandered  life's  most  golden  hours  ? 
Turn  thee,  brother  ;  'God  can  save. 

3  He  can  heal  the  deepest  wound, 

He  thy  gentlest  prayer  can  hear; 
Seek  Him,  for  He  may  be  found; 
Call  upon  Him  ;  He  is  near. 


(IE) 


Bev.  J.  F.  Clarki. 


No.  19. 


WHITE  AS  SNOW. 


Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as 
while  as  saow."— Isa.  1: 18. 


J.  H.  Tennet. 
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1.  "White  as  snow!" can    my  traus-gres-sions  Thus  be  whol  -  ly  wash'd    a- 

2.  "White  as  snowl"  O,   what  a     prom  -  ise     For  the  heav  -  y  -  lad  -  en 

3.  Yes,      at  once,    and  that  com- plete  -  ly.    Thro' the  blood    of   Christ,    I 
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way !  Leav-ing  not  a  trace  be  -hind  them,  Like  a  cloud-less  sum-raer  daj-, 
breast!  When  by  faith  the  soul  re-ceives  it,  Wea -ri-ness  ischang'dto  rest 
know    All    my  sins,  tho'  red  like  crim-son,  May  be-comeas  white  as  snow. 
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White  as  snow! 
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White  as  snow!" 
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"  White  as  snow !"  '•  White  as  snow!"  Je-sus  cleanses  white  as 
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snow!"  Tho' j-our  sins  be  red    like  crim-son,  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow. 
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By  PermitHon. 


(20) 


J\o.  20. 


MY  MISSION  FIELD. 

Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do?"— Acts  9  :  «. 


T.  CORBEN,  D.D. 

l'^ 

E.  S.  LORENZ. 
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j         1.     I    have  oft  sought 

2.  I     am  watch  -  ing 

3.  Glad  the  sick   -  le 

1 

to  know,  Where  the  Lord  would  have  me  go ;        I  ve 
to    see       If    lie's   a-ny     work     for    me:  What- 
I'd  wield,  How-so  -  ev  -  er  rough  the  tield,  And 
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sought  it  up  -  on  my  knee.  'Tis  my  one  great  care, That  He  would  hear  my 
ev  -  er  that  work  may  be:  O  would  He  but  say  This  is  thecho-sen 
bar  -  ren  the  soil  might  be :         I  should  be  con -tent  If     with  me,  He  but 
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D.  s.  — '  Tis  my  one  great  care,  That  He  would  hear  my 


CJiorus. 


Fine. 


prayer:  I  would  go,  where  He  lead  -  eth  me. 
way :    I  would  go,  where  He  lead  -  eth  me. 


1  would  go .  where  He 

I  would  go,  where 
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prayer:  I  would  go,  where  He  lead  -  eth  me. 
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lead    -    eth  me, 
He  lead-eth    me, 
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I  go, where  He  le 

ad  -  eth    me. 

I  would  go          where 

He  lead-eth    mo. 
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Music  by  permisnon. 
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No.  21. 


JESUS,  MY  ALL. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Arr.  by  Theo.  E.  Perkins. 
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1.  Lord,     at      Thy    nier  • 

2.  Tears     of        re  -  pent 

3.  Hark !  how     the  words 

4.  Still     at      Thy    mer  ■ 


I 
cy-seat,   Hum 
ant  grief       Si 
of    love      Ten 
cy  -  seat,  Hum 


I 
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fall 
fall 
fall, 
fall 
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Plead  -  iug     Thy  prom  -  ise    sweet,  Lord,  hear  my  call ; 

Help  Thou   my      un     -  be  -   lief,  Hear  Thou  my  call ; 

Ere      to       the  realms  a  -  bove.  Heard      is  my  call; 

Plead  -  ing     Thy  prom  -  ise    sweet.  Heard      is  my  call ; 
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Now    let      Thy  work        be  -  gin,    Oh,  make  me    pure 

Oh,    how      I  '     pine  for    Thee !  'Tis      all  my   hope 

Now     ev     -  'ry    doubt  has    flown,  Bro  -  ken  my  heart 

Faith  wings  niy    soul  to       Thee,  This     all  mv  hope 

I  I 


with  -  in, 
and    plea : 
of    stone, 
shall    be, 


Cleanse  me 
Je  -  sus 
Lord,    I 
Je  -  sus 


from    ev    - 
has     died 
am     Thine 
has     died 


ry  sin, 

for  me ; 

a  -  lone, 

for  me. 
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Je 
Je 
Je 
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sus, 
sus, 
sus, 
sus. 
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all. 
all. 
all. 
all. 
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WHAT  A  FRIEND  WE  HAVE  IN  JESUS. 

"XTr^       O  O      "  There  is  a  Friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother." — 
JMU*    /^/V»  Pbov.  18  :  24. 


Rev.  H.  BONAB. 


Charles  C.  Cokvbrse. 
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1.  What  a  friend  we  have  in     Je  -  sus,    All    our  sins  and  griefs  to    bear  ; 

2.  Have  we    tri-als  and  temp-ta-tions  ?  Is  there  trouble     a  -  ny-where? 

3.  Are    we  weakand  heav-y     la-  den,    Cumbered  with  a    load  of   care? 


±iaEEz=y: 


■0-      t^. 


V — ^—u     u     u 


T^ 


»^— *-— ^ — * — ^ • *-Fg ~\-  \       •      m — • « — ;i:-hyv^ 

-0-        ^         ■§■  -9r   \    -0-  ••■•«-•#-       -<9«-. 


What    a    priv  -  i  -  lege  to    cur  -  ry 
We  should  nev  -  er    be    discouraged, 
Pre-cious  Saviour,  still  our    refuge,— 
»  ■#-       *     ^j 
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Ev  -  ery  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Take  it      to    the  Lord  in  prayer. 
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Oh,  what  peace  we  oft  -  en     for  -  felt,    Oh,  what  needless  pain  we 
Can  we    find    a  Friend  so    faith  -  ful,    Who  will    all    our  sorrows  i 
Do    thy  friends  despise,  for  -  sake  thee  ?  Take    \^.     to    the  Lord  in  p 
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bear — 
share  ? 
rayer; 
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All  because  we  do  not  car  -  ry  Ev  -  ery  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
Je  -  sus  knows  our  ev  -  ery  weakness,  Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
In      His  arms  He'll  tnke  and  shield  thee,  Thon  wilt  find  a     so  -  lace  there. 
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By  ptrmittion. 
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No.  23. 

Mrs.  Prentiss 


MORE  LOVE  TO  THEE. 


Theo.  E.  Perkins 


1.  More  love  to  Thee,0  Christ!  More  love  to  Thee  I  Hear  Thou  the  pray'rl  make 

2.  Onceearthly  joy  I  craved,Sought  peace  and  rest;  Now  Thee  a  -  lone  I  seek, 

3.  Let      sorrow  do  its  work, Send  grief  and  pain  ;  Sweet  are  Thy  mes-sen-gers, 

I  1-^      .  I  I  .  I 
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On  bend-  ed  knee 
Give  what  is  best : 
Sweet  their  re  -  frain, 


This 

This 

When 
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is     my  earn -est    plea, 
all    my  pray'r  shall  be, 
they  can  sing  with    me, 
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More  love,  0  "1 
More  love,  O  > 
More  love 


4=t 


oj 


—iS^- 


:=]: 


z^X 


rt?^ 
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Christ:  to   Thee,  More      love,    0  Christ !  to  Thee,     More  love    to  Thee 
A     ^     -^           I  I  ^      ^ 
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No.  23i. 

Mrs.  CODNER. 


EVEN  ME. 


::& 


^^M=1E^ 


Ecd: 


Theo.  E.  Perkins. 


i=^=-H^ 


i 


1.  Lord,    I  hear  of  show'rs  of  blessings  Thou  art  scatt'ring   full     and   free; 

2.  Pass  me  not,     O  God,  our  Fa-ther!  Sin  -  ful    tho'   my  heart  may  be; 

3.  Pass  me  not,     O  gracious Sav-iour !  Let    me    live  and  cling    to   Thee! 


il^: 


-fi- 


J=^: 


:_    .        ul!£-_[-_U U-lL: 


:^: 


\-t- 


i-^ 


lEiaz4=--i:li=i:z=^ 


-I l-lzzX 
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(24) 


^ 


■  I 

Show'rs  the  thirst-y  land    re-fresh-ing,  Let    some  droppings   fall       on     me — 

Thou  might's  leave  me,but  the  rath-er    Let    Thy  mer  -  cy    fall       on     me — 

For     I'mlong-ing  for  Thy  fa- vor;  Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  call      on     me— 

-(2 ^— ^ ^-H^^^ #—^3 ^-rJ $■— ^- 


^ 


EVEN  ME.-Concluded. 

I  !  I  I 


E  - 
E  - 
E  - 


ven 
ven 
veil 


me, 
me, 
me, 


e  - 
e  - 
e  - 


ven 
veil 
ven 


me 
me 
me 


Let    some   droppings  fall 

Let    Thy     mer  -  cy    fall 

Wiiile  thou' rt call- ing,  call 

I 


on  me. 
on  me. 
on    me. 


4  Pass  me  not,  0  mighty  Spirit, 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see; 
Testify  of  Jesus'  merit! 

Speak  some  word  of  power  to  me! 

Even  me,  even  me! 
Speak  some  word  of  power  to  me. 


Love  of  God — so  pure  and  changeless, 
Blood  of  Christ — so  rich,  so  free; 

Grace  of  God — so  strong  and  boundless, 
Magnify  it  all  in  me ! 
Even  me,  even  me! 
Magnify  it  all  in  all  I 


No.  24. 


HAMBURG.    L.  M. 


r^ 


gfeslg^iEig^oiiiiaJ^gE^iJ 


1.  Just  as 

2.  Just  as 

3.  Just  as 

4.  Just  as 


am  with-  out    one  plea,But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for     me, 
am,  and   wait- ing  not    To      rid  my  soul     of     one  dark  blot, 
am,  tho'  tossed  a-  bout  With  ma-ny  aeon  -  flict,  ma-ny  a  doubt, 
am,  poor,  wretched, blind, Sight, riclies.heal- ing     of    the  mind. 


And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to   Thee,    0  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come,  I 

To  Thee.whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,0  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come,  I 

Fightings  within,    and    fears    without,     O  Lamb  of  God!  I  come,  I 

Yea,   all    I  need,   in      Thee    to    find,    O  Lamb  of  God!  I  come,  I 

1-*  *»'     -^  * 


come, 
come, 
come, 
come. 


EE^E=^Ea5EES^E"^=3] 


3'o. 


25,  THE  SOLID  ROCK. 
6  lines. 


1  My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 
Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness  ; 
I  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame. 
But  wholly  lean  on  Jesus'  name  : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand  ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 


(25) 


When  darkness  seems  to  veil  His  face, 
I  rest  on  His  unchanging  grace ; 
In  every  high  and  stormy  gale, 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  vail : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

His  oath.  His  covenant,  and  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood  ; 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way, 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay  ; 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

Rev.  EDWARD  MOTE. 


I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY. 


•*^  "•   /^\J •         '« I  will  speak  of  Thy  wondrous  work."— Psal.  145:  5 
Miss  Kate  Hankey,  1867. 


W.  G.  Fischer. 


1.  I    love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry  Of   unseen  things  above.    Of    Je-susandHis 

2.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  rv !  More  wonderful   it  seems,  Than  all  the  jrolden 

Is 
(r\.    \_  ,    f~^-( * — 0—0-r^ — # — #— r 0--  0 — 0 — •— r'^—^— •— r*-.-i*-^ — m — • 
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^ 


I 

Glo-ry     Of      Je-sus  and  His  love!    I    love    to  tell  the  Sto-ry!   Be- 
fanciea    Of      all  our  golden  dreams.  I    love   to  tell  the  Sto  -  ry !    It 

t^,     ,       . 1 1 » r  #— . -0 0 #— r >o-r M-x-x-T-0—^ ^— r— •# «? 0— 


i^izjzibizs: 


Z'sr 


i-ji., ^: 


iHe? 
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cause   I  know  it's  true ;  It  sat  -  is-fies  my  longings,  As  nothing  else  would  do. 
did     so  much  for  me!  And  that  is  just  the  reason,    I  tell    it  now  to  thee. 


— ,_:_#_r_r-.-,^— #-.#-^-#-#-#-r#-^— r^^-r:_r_---_Ti-;^ 


Chorus^ 


I 
I    love      to    tell      the    Sto-ry!  'Twill  be      my  theme    in    glo-ry, 


l§i^teE!EEf!£iE^=?EIE?E 


,sa 


i     1. 
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iszziic: 
1       1 


tei 
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-izTzz: 
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i 

To     tfU    the    Old,    Old    Sto  -  rv 


-0 ^ 


Of    Je  -  sus  and    His    love. 


II 


/?y  permt«ion. 


(26) 


LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY.-Concluded. 


3  I  love  to  tell  the  Story  ! 

'Tis  i)leasant  to  repeat 
What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  Story  ; 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation 

From  God's  own  Holv  Word. 


I  love  to  tell  the  Story ! 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering-  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it,  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  ot  glory, 

I  sing  the  New,  New  Song, 
'Twill  be— the  Old.  Old  Story 

That  I  have  loved  so  long. 


JVb.  21.       THE  WIDE,  WIDE  WORLD. 


The  Lord  aloue  did  lead  biin.''— Deut.  32  :12. 


Rev.  w.  0.  Gushing. 


Rev.  C.  S.  Meil-s. 


;?^=JiEiE^?E:>=:z^zl 
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They  tell  me  there  are  dan-gers    lu     the  path    my     feet  must  tread; 
They  tell  me    life    has  tri  -  als.  And  the  fair-  est    hopes  must  flee; 
I      know  my  heart  is    sin  -  ful'  And  my    love  seems  all      too    small; 


S^* 


But 
But 
But 


U 0- 


D.  s.  —Fur 


-^^^m 


Fine, 


1 


they  can  -  not  see  the    glo  -  ry  That  is    shin  -  ing  round  my  head. 

I    trust  my    all    in     Je  -  sus.  And    I    know  He  cares    for    me. 
if      Je  -  sus'  arm   is    round  me      I    shall  win  and    con  -  quer  all. 

^      JL        ^       M-  ♦  •  ♦  I 


1 


III       >^    ^    '     '       '       1      '  ' 

I  would  not  dare  to  jour-ney  Thro''  the  wide,  wide  world  a  -  lone. 


Chorus, 


D.S. 

N h 


^^^^^=1^^^ 


Oh,   'tis    Je- sus  leads    my  footsteps!  He  lias  made  my  heart  His  own: 


y— •-» — m- 
I       I 

From  Heavenly  Carols.     By  permission.  (27) 
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IS  IT  THERE?  WRITTEN  THERE? 


No,  28. 

J.  E.  Rankin,  D.D. 


Written  in  the  Lamb's  Book  of  Life.''— Eev.  21  :  27. 


E.  S.  LOEENZ. 
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I 
I 
I 

I'd 
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do 
do 
do 

^ 
0- 


not  ask  for  the  pride  of  earth,  For  the  pride  of  wealtli.  or  the 
not  ask  for  a  glo-rious  name,  That  is  writ-ten  high  on  the 
not  ask  that  ray  eurth-ly  life  Should  be  free  from  burdens,  and 
up    all   that    I    hope  be-low,    All  that  time  can  ^ive,  or  the 


^    ^ 
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pride  of    birth  ;  Be  this,  the   rath-er,    my  one  great  care :  In  the  Book  of 

scroll  of   Fame:  Be  this,  the  rath-er,  con-cern   of  mine.  To  in  -  sure  it 

cares  and  strife:  Nor  that  its  cur  -rent  have  tranquil  flow,  If  but  this  one 

world  be  -  stow,   If    when  the  Lord  in   His  kingdom  come,  He  will  know  me 

!.||^^|^.^^                    ^    "t.    t:^ 
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Cliorus. 
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Life,  that  my  name  is  there, 
there,  in  that  Book  di  -  vine, 
thing,  I  may  sure  -  ly  know, 
then,  and  will  take  me  home. 


In  the  Book  of  Life. on  those  pa -ges    fair. 


m^ 
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Do  the  angels  see  that  my  name  Is  there  1  In    the  Book  of  Life,  on  those 


IS  IT  THERE?-Concluded. 


Is      it    ill  ere 


writ-leu  iliere  ? 


Xo.  29 


CORONATION.    C,  M. 


Rev.  Edwabd  Pekrokkt. 

.4^^ 


Olftkr  Holdkn. 


fc-^ 1-* — ' 


I3£ll 


1.  All      hail    Ibe    pow'r  of 

2.  Cr'wii  Hiui.  ve      mar-tvrs 

Je  -  sus' 
of    our 

nanie.  Let  an  -  irels  pros-trate  fall, 
God,  Who  from  bis    al  -  Xss    call : 

^Z^.-*  JL       «      I     m          m          m        t 
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Erins:  forth    the    roy  -  al     di  -  a  -  dem.  And  crown  Him    Lord    of      all, 
Praise  Him  wiio  sheil  for    you  His  i»lood,Acd  crown  Him  Lord    of      all, 


^\E^-L: 


t?ss 
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^-^— 


i 
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BriniT  forth  the  roy  -  al    dia  -  a  -  dem.  And  crown  Him    Lord 
Pmise  Him  who  shed  for  you  His  blood.  And  crown  Him    Lord 


of      all. 
of      alL 


m 


_, — # 


~v: 
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3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race. 

Ye  Tinsomed  from  the  fall. 
Hai!  Him  who  saves  you  liy  His  grace. 
.\nd  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinner !  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

Tiie  wonnwoo<i  and  the  irall. 
Go.  sprea*!  your  trophies  at  His  feet. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball. 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe. 

And  crown  Him*  Lord  of  all 
Oh.  that,  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall : 
We'll  jom  the  everlastinir  somr. 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all 


(29) 


^o.  30.       ALL  TO  CHRIST  I  OWE. 


Mrs.  Eltina  M.  Hall. 


John  T.  Guape,  by  per. 


I          hear       the  Sav-iour 
Lord,  now        in-  deed     I 
For     noth  -  iiig  good  have 
Wlieii  from ' 
And    when 


Thv  strength 


say 

find      Thy   pow'] 
I      Where  -  b}"^ 
my    dy  -  ing     bed       ]\[y      ran  - 
be  -  fore  the  throne      I       stand 


J^^—^-^ 


in-  deed  is     small ; 
,  and  Thine  a  -   lone, 

Thy  grace  to    claim — 
somedsoul  shall  rise, 
in  Him  com-plete, 


h2- 


.-^. 


L/— 


Child  of  weakness,watch  and  pray, 
Can  change  the  lep-ers  spot, 
I'll  wasli  my  garment  white 
Then  "Je  -  sus  paid  it  all" 
I'll  lay      my    trophies  down. 


r 


■r2 — 9 — a: 


'^m^ 


Find   in   Me      thine  all     in      all. 

And       melt      the  heart  of   stone. 
In     the  blood     of    Calvary's  Lamb. 

Shall       rend      the  vault-e*d   skies. 

All         down      at      Je-sus'  feet. 


^ 


1=1 


Chorus. 


ffi-^- 
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Je    -      sus     paid      it 


all. 


All 


-^ 


to    Him       I       owe; 
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Sin 
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No.  31.      THE  GATE  AJAR  FOR  ME. 


Mrs.  Ltdia  Baxter. 


S.  J.  Vail,  by  per.    Philip  Phillips. 


1.  Til  ere    is      a  gate  that  stands  a- jar,  And,  thro'   its  por  -  tals  gleam- ing, 

2.  That    gate    a-  jar  stands  free    to  all  Who   seek  thro'   it      sal  -    va  -  tion 

3.  Press  onward, then, tlio' foes  may  frown, While  mercy's  gate     is         o  -  pen, 

4.  Be  -  yond  the  riv-  er's  brink  we'll  lay  The  Cross  that  here    is       giv  -  en, 

•#••#•  -0-       -^  -^       -0-    •0'  -0-        -0-  II 
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A  radiance  from  the  Cross  a- far  The  Sav-iour's  love  re  -  veal  -  ing. 
The    rich  and  poor.thegreat  and  small, Of     ev  -  'ry    tribe  and      na  -  tion. 

Ac  -  cept  the  cross, and  win  the  crown, Love's  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  tok  -  en. 
And  bear  the  Crown  of    life    a- way.  And  love  Him  more    in      heav  -  en. 


1 — p-r 


V— 


Refrain, 


kX 


Oh,  depths  of  mer-cy!     can     it   be  That  gate  was  left    a   -   jar     forme? 


-|^ 


3^- 


mssM 


For 


for 


nie? Was      left      a  -  jar      for        me? 

/TV 
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for    me, 


3: 


for    me? 

(31) 
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3^o.  32.        THE  GREAT  PHYSICIAN. 

''  Is  there  no  balm  in  Gilead;  is  there  no  physician  there  ?" — Jkb.  8  :  22. 
Rev.  Wii.  Hunter.  Arr.  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Stocktoi:. 

:zbr^P-^-r- ^ — r K \ N-      ' 
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1.  The  great    Pliy-si  -  cian   now       is  near,    The  sym  -   pa-thiz-  ini:; 

2.  Your  ma  -   iiy  sins     are     all       for-iiiven.    Oh,  hear     the  voice     of 

3.  All      glo  -   ry     to       the     dy  -   iiigLamb;    I    now       be-lieve     in 


m^m 


-#__ 


: ^- 


Je  -  sus:  He  speaks  the  drooping  lieart  to  cheer.  Oh,  hear  tlie  voice    of 
Je  -  sus:  Go    on    your  way    in  peace  to  heaven.  And  wear  a  crown  with 
Je  -  sus:     I    love    the  bless -ed   Saviours  name,  I    love  the  name    of 


0 . # ^ff ff « ,-• • m c _• m , 


CJmrus. 


r?-y 


Je  -  sus. 

Je  -  sus.     "Sweetest  note     in     ser  -  aph  song,      Sweetest  name    on 

Je  -  sus. 
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mor-tnlton'_'iiP.  Sweetest  car 


cv  -  er  sun^:,  Je  -  sus.  blessed  Je  -  sus. 


4^'The  children  too.  both  great  and  small.  6  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear, 


Who  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 
Mav  now  accept  the  gracious  call 
To  work  and  live  for  Jesus."-  Cho. 


No  other  name  but  Jesus: 
Oh.  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  precious  name^of  Jesus.— Cho. 


5  Come. brethren. help  me  sing  His  praise.  7  And  when  to  that  briirht  world  above, 


Oh.  praise  the  name  of  Jesus: 
Come,  sisters,  all  your  voices  raise. 
Oh,  bless  the  name  of  Jesus.— Cho. 


We  rise  to  see  our  Jesus, 
We'll  sing  around  the  throne  of  love 
His  name,  the  name  of  Jesus.— Cho. 


(32) 
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Ko.  33.       I  AM  PRAYING  FOR  YOU. 


"  Evening,  and  morning,  and  at  noon,  'Will  I  pray. 
S.  O'Maley  Cluff. 


'— PsA.  55 


17. 
iRA  D. 


Sankey. 
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— ; -1  h^ 


1.  I    ll: 

2.  I    ll 

3.  I    h 


i4^ 
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ive  a  Saviour.He's  pleading:  in  i:lo  -  ry,  A  dear,  lov-ing-  Saviour  tho' 
ive  a  Fa-tlier:  to  me  He  lias  i:iv-eii  A  lioi)e  for  e-  ter-ni-ty. 
ive  a  robe  :  'tis  re-splendent  iu  whiteness,  A-wait-ing  in    glo  -  rv  my 

I        '  I  ^  ^  \  \        \  ■         ^     M.      ^         'm.    M. 
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earth-friends  be  few ;  And  now  lie  is  watching  in  ten-der-ness  o'er  me,  And 
bless-ed  and  true;  And  soon  will  Pie  call  me  to  meetHimin  heav-en,  But 
won -der-iug  view;  Oh, when   I    re-ceive    it    all  shin-ing  in  brightness, Dear 


PIIE^^^F 
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CJioriis. 
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oh  that  my  Saviour  were  your  Sa\iour  too ! 

oh  that  He'd  let  me  bring  you  with  me  too!     For  yuu    I     am   praying,  For 
friend,couldI    see  you  re-ceiv-ingone  too! 


-# — y 
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you    I    nni   prnv-ing.  For  vou     I  am    pravinir.  I'm    prav-ing  for 
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4  I  have  a  peace:  it  is  calm  as  a  river — 

A  peace  that  the  friends  of  this  world  never  knew  ; 
My  Saviour  aione  is  its  Author  and  Giver, 
An'cl  oh,  could  I  know  it  was  given  to  you ! — Cho. 

5  When  Jesus  has  found  you.  tell  others  the  story, 

Th:it  my  loving  Saviour  is  your  Saviour  too  ;' 
Then  pray  that  your  Saviour  may  bring  tbem  to  elory. 
And  prayer  will  be  answered  --'twasanswered  for  you  ! 

By  permission.  (33) 


Cho. 


THERE'S  A  BETTER  TIME  A-COMING. 


Words  and  Music  by 

J.  E.  PvANKIX,  D.D. 


No.  34. 


Arr.  by  J.  W.  Bischoff 
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1.  lou  can  catch  the  glo  -  rv  breaking 

i\i 

tlie  skv, 

in 

1 

tlie  skv. 

Kiiul  tlie 

2.  You  can  catch  the  ulo  -  rv  breaking 

In 

tlie  skv, 

in 

liie  skv. 

Men    no 

3.  You  can  catch  the  glo  -  ry  breaking 

In 

the  skv. 

in 

the  skv. 

All  men' 

4.  You  can  catch  tlie  <ilo  -  ry  breaking 

In 

the  skv. 

m 

the  skv. 

We'll  be 

1    5.  You  can  catch  the  glo  -  ry  breaking 

In 

tlie  sky, 

in 

tlie  skv. 

With  the 
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words  which  shall  be  spoken;  Lov-ing  hearts   no  more  be  broken:   And   the 

more  will  tempt  each  olh-er;    Sin  -  ful     i)assions,  they  will  smother;  Bruli.--  r 

wrongs.then,love  shall  riiiht  them.  All  men  s  battles,  love  shall  tiLihttiieiii.  All  men" 

true  !  we  here    declare  it!    We'll  be      loy  -  allnow    weswearit!  What  is 

Lord  to     "O      be-fore  us,    AVithHis   ban  -  ner  float -ing  o'er  us,   Loud  we 
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Cross  shall  be 

the    To  -  ken, 

Of      the 

bet  -  ter 

time 

a  -  com-ing. 

then,     be  true 

to     brother, 

In       the 

bet  - ter 

time 

a  -  com-mg. 

foes,    we'll  win 

de-spite  them, 

In      the 

bet  - ter 

time 

a  -  com-inir. 

need  -  ful,   do 

or   dare    it. 

For    the 

bet  -  ter 

time 

a  -  coming. 

shout,  we  shout 

the    cho-ru=J, 
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THERE'S  A  BETTER  TIME  A-COMING.-Concluded. 


bet-ter   time  comino:,   By   and     by,      By  and  by,    Tliere'sa    bet-ter  time 


i-=:^=: 
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com-ing,     By     and    b}', 


By  and  by,  And  you    can   help     it        on. 
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No.  35.       NETTLETON.    8s  &  7s. 


Rev.  R.  Robinson,  1758. 


Old  Melody,  1812. 


II  '       '  I 

.,    j  Come,  Thou  Fount  of     ev  -  ery  bless-ing,  Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace ; ) 

j  Streams  of    mer-cy,    nev-er  ceas-ing,  Call    for  songs  of  loud-est  praise;  f 

,.c.— Praise  the  mount— I'm  fixed  up -on     it!  Mount  of   Thy  re-deeming  love. 


i^mipii^ii 


n.  c. 


-be 

ill 


Teach  me  some   mo  -  lo-dious   son-net,  Sung  by    flam-ing  tongues  a-bove; 
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Ilere  Til  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  Thy  help  I'm  come : 
And  I  hope  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

"Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 
He  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  His  precious  blood. 


(35) 


Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor. 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be  ! 
Let  Thy  goodness  as  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee; 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord  I  feel  it— 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love- 
Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it, 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 


SHALL  WE  FIND  THEM  AT  THE  PORTALS  ? 


No.  36. 

J.  E.  Ra>-kin,  D.D. 


I  shall  go  to  liim."— 2  Sam,  12  :  16. 


E.  S.  LOBEKZ. 
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1.  Will  they  meet  us,  cheer  and  greet  us.  Those  we've  lov'd,  who've  gone  be-fon 

2.  Hearts  are  brok-en,  for  some  tok  -  en,  That  they  live  and  love  us  yet 
8.  And  we  of  -  ten,  as  days  sof  -  ten,  And  comes  out  the  even-ing  stai 
4.  Past  von  por  -  tals,  our    im-mor  -  tals,  Those  who  walk  with  Him  in  whit 
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Shall  we  find  them  at      the  por-tuls,  Find  our  beau-ti  -  lied  im- 

mor-ta 

And  we  ask,  '•  Can  those  who've  left  us.  Of  love's  look  and  tone  be  - 

reft   u 

Looking  westward,  sit    and  won-der,  "Whether,  when  so  far     a  - 

sun -de 

Do    thev,'mid  their  bliss,  re  -  call  us  ?  Know  thev  what  events  be  - 

fall  us 
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D.s. —  ^ye  shall  find  them  at    the    j^ortals,  Find  our  beau-ti  -fied  im-mor-tm 


Chorus, 

.Fine. 


When  we  reach  that    ra-diant  shore  ?   They  will  meet  us, 
Tho'  in  Heav'n.can  they  for  -  get  ?'' 
They  still  think  how  dear  they  are  ? 
"Will  our  com  -  in 2:    wake  de  -  light? 


cheer  ai 


Tlievwjllmeetns, 


d_^- 
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Wlieyi  ire  reach  thai    ra-diant  shore. 


D.S 
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greet  us, 


Those  we've  lov'd,  who've  gone  be  -  fore; 


iifeE 


cheer  and  greet  us. 
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No.  37.    I  HEAR  THY  WELCOME  VOICE. 

•'  Come  unto  Me,  all  ve  that  labor  and  are  heavy-laden,  and  I  will 

give  you  rest."— Matx.  11:  28. 

Rev.  L.  Habtsough.  From  "  Hallowed  Songs. 
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1.  I      hear    Thy  wel-come  voicH  That  calls    me.  Lord,    to     Thee    For 

2.  Tho' com  -  ing  weak  and    vile,   Thou  dost    my  strength  as- sure;  Thou 

3.  Tis    Je  -  SU3  calls  me     on       To     per  -  feet   faith  ami  love,     To 

4.  'Tis    Je  -  SU3    who  con-firms    The  bless  -  ed  work  with  -  in,       By 
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cleans-ing     in    Thy   pre-cious  blood  That  flowed  on     Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
dost     my    vile  -  ness  ful  -  ly  cleanse.  Till    spot  -  less     all    and  pure, 
per  -  feet  hope,  and  peace, and  trust,     For  earth  and  heaven  a  -  bove. 
add  -  ing  grace  to    welcomed  grace,  Where  reigned  the  power  of     sin. 
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Lord 
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Wash      me,  cleanse  me,   in 
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the  blood  That  flowed  on     Cal 
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5  And  He  the  witness  gives 
To  loyal  hearts  and  free. 
That  ever}'  promise  is  fulfilled, 
If  faith  but  brings  the  plea. 

By  prrmittinn. 


le 


'J 


6  All  hail,  atoning  blood  I 
All  hail,  redeeming  giacel 
All  hail,  the  Gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 
Our  Strength  and  Righteousness ! 
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No.  38.     I  NEED  THEE  EVERY  HOUR. 


Without  Me  ye  can  do  nothing."— John  15:  5. 


Mrs.  Annie  S.  Hawks. 


Kev.  Robert  Lowrt,  by  per. 


-^  -#■ 
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1.  I 

2.  I 

3.  I 

4.  I 

5.  I 


need  Thee  ev  -   'ry 

need  Thee  ev  -   'ry 

need  Thee  ev  -   'ry 

need  Thee  ev  -   'ry 


Jiour, 
liour; 
hour 


Most 

Stay 

In 


hour;     Teach 
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need     Thee    ev  -   'ry      hour,      Most 
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gra    -  cious  Lord ; 

Thou  near        by ; 

joy  or  pani ; 

me  Thy  will ; 

Ho    -  ly  One; 
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No     ten    -    der    voice  like  Thine       Can  peace  af    -     ford. 

Temp-ta    -    tions     lose  their  pow'r  When  Thou  art        nigh. 

Come  quick  -   ly       and      a  -  bide,         Or  life  is  vain. 

And    Thy       rich   prom  -  is    -    es             In  me  ful     -    fil. 

Oh,  make      me    Thine  in  -  deed,  Thou  bless  -     ed         Son. 


£ 


::?! 


Refrain, 
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I      need  Thee,  oh  1    I      need  Thee,      Ev  -  'ry   hour  I       need  Thee; 
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0     bless      me    now,   my    Sav   -   iour!       I         come     to      Thee. 
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No.  39.  HASTEN,  LORD,  THE  GLORIOUS  TIME. 


Harbiet  AUBER. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 


j=i 
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1.  Has-ten,  Lord,    the  glo-rious  tinie,"\Vhen,be-neath  Mes- si  -   all's      sway, 

2.  Then  shall  wars  and  tu-mults  ccase.Then  be    banished  grief  and      pain; 
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Ev  - 'ry     na  -  tion,  ev  - 'ry  clime,  Shall  the  gos-pel  call        o    -      bey. 
Eighteous-ness    and  joy  and  peace,   Un-disturbed  shall  ev    -    er       reign. 
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Mightiest  kings       His pow'r  shall  own, Heathen  tribes      Hisnamea-  dore; 
Bless  we  then  our  gracious  Lord  ;     Ev-  er  praise       His  glorious   name ; 

Mightiest  kings  Heathen  tribes 

Bless  we  then  Ev-er  praise 
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Sa  -  tan  and      his  host,o'erthrown, Bound  in  chains.shall  hurt  no     more. 
All    His  might- y      acts  re -cord,    All  His  wondrous  love     pro  -  claim. 
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JVo.  40.       THE  LORD  IS  MY  LIGflT. 

The  Lord  is  my  light  and  my  salvation;  whom  shall  I  fear  ?  the  Lord  is  the  strength 
of  my  life;  of  whom  shall  I  be  afraid ?— Psalms,  27:  1. 


"Words  by  James  Nicholson. 
S 


The 
Tlifi 
Tlie 


Music  by  J.  W.  Bischoff. 
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Lord 
Lord 
Lord 
Lord 
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liiiht,     then    why  sliould    I        fear?       By 
light,  though  clouds  may     a  -    rise;       Faith 
light,      the     Lord     is      my  strength:     I 
light,      my        all      and     in        all;       There 

m 
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day  and 
stronger 
know  in 
is       in 


by  night  His  presence    is   near;  He     is     my  sal  -  va  -  lion  from 
than  sigl)t  looks  up     to    theskies;  WhenJe-sus    for    ev  -  er    in 
His  might  I'll     con-quer  at  length ;  ^ly  weakness  in  mer  -  cy   He 
His  sight  no    darkness     at    all;     He     is     inv   Re-deem -er,  mv 


sor-row  and  sin;      This  blessed  per  -  sua-sion  the  Spir  -  it  brings  in, 
glo  -  ry  doth  reign,   Tiien  how  can    I      ev  -  er      in   darkness    re-main? 
cov  -  ers  with  power.  And  walk-ing  by    faith  He. . . .  saves  me  each  hour. 
Sav  -  iour  and  King;  With  saints  and  with  an  -  gels  His  prais-  es      I  sing. 
— , 0  — 0      m #      « c — *      # — f — #  _.  #__*_ .  #_._  •_ 


Chorus* 


The  Lord    is    my  light,     my     joy    and    my  song;    By  day    and    by 

irmittion.  (  40 ) 


THE  LORD  IS  MY  LIGHT.-Concluded. 
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ui":ht     He    leads      ine 


long,       Tlie    Lord     is     my    light,       my 
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joy    and  my  song,     By   day     and   by  night    He    leads   me     a -long. 


No,  4:1.    I  AM  COMING  TO  THE  CROSS. 

"Him  that  cometh  to  Me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out."— John  6:  37, 


Rev.  Wm.  McDonald. 


Wm.  G.  FiSCnER,  hy  per. 
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1.1     am  com-ing    to    the  cross;     I    am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind;  I    am 
Cho.— J    am  trusting,  Lord, in  Thee,     Blest  Lamb  of  Cal-va-ry;  Humbly 
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count -mg      all 
at       Tliy  cross 


but  dro^s. 


I      shall 


full 


sal  -  va 
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J  Long  my  heart  has  si^-hed  for  Thee, 
Long  has  evil  reigned  within; 
Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me. — 
"I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin.— Cho. 
J  Here  I  give  my  all  to  Thee, 

Friends,  and  time,  and  earthly  store: 
Soul  and  body  Thine  to  be,— 
WlioUy  Thine  for  evermore.— Ciio. 


(41) 
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4  In  thy  promises  I  trust, 

Now  I  feel  tlie  blood  applied: 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust. 
I  with  Christ  am  crucified.— Cna 
•*>  Jesus  comes!  He  fills  my  soul ! 
Perfected  in  Him  I  am ; 
I  am  every  whit  made  Avliole: 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb.  — Cno. 


No.  4:2. 


J.  W.  Slaughenhafpt. 


ART  THOU  READY? 

"  Art  thou  ready  ?''— Matt.  24  :  44. 
^ .s. N  V         ..  h. 


E.  S.  LORENZ. 


1 .  Soon  the  eve  -  nins:  sha-dows  fall  -  ing  Close  the  day    of    nior  -  tal    life : 

2.  Soon  the  aw  -  ful  trum-pet  souud-ing  Calls  thee  to    thejudumeut  throne 

3.  Oh,  how    fa  -  tal    'tis    to       lin-ger':  Art  Lhou  read -y— read- y   now? 

4.  Priceless  love  and  free  sal  -  va-tion  Free  -  ly  still  are    of-  fered  thee: 
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Soon  the  hand    of    death  ap  -  pal  -  lin^-  Draws  thee  from  its  wea  -  ry  strife. 
Now  pre -pare,  for      love    a-bound-ing    Yet    has  left  thee    not    a-lone. 
Read -y. should  Death's  i   -  cy    tin-ger    Lay    its    chill  up  -  on    thy  brow 
Yield  no  long  -  er       to  temp- ta-tion.   But  from  sin    and  sor - row-Uee. 
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Art  thou  rea-dy  ? art  thou  rea-dy  ? 'Tis  the 

Art    thou  ready  ?  art    thou  ready  ? 
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Spir  -  it      call  -  in 
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why  de  -  lay  ?      Art  thou  rea  -  dy 

Art    thou  roa  -  dy  ? 

-   -    g_._#-._;^  V  # .  ^       

-#-''-^— 1:~"'~^ ^1 pB — ^-  0^0      0  1 

Ll m 


:i3:\ 


i 


Art  thou  rea-dv  ?. . 
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Do    not  lin  -  ger  long-er,  come  to-day. 


Art    thou  read-v  ? 
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•^y  p^rm  ission. 
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No.  43. 


SWEET  BY-AND-BY. 


"The  ransomed  of  the  Lord  shall  return  aud  come  to  Zion  with  Bongs  and  everlasting 

joy  upon  their  heads." — Isa.  35  :  10. 

S.  FiLLMOKE  Bennett.  Jos.  P.  Webster. 
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1.  There's  a  land  that  is  fair  -  er  tiiaii  clay,    And  by  faith  we   can  see    it      a  - 

2.  We  shall  sini^:  on  that  beauti  -  ful  shore  The   me  -  lo  -  di'-  oussoiiirs  of   the 

3.  To     our  boun-ti  -  ful  Fa-  ther  a  -  bove,  We  will  of  -  fer    our  trib-ute    of 
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far;       For  the    Fa-ther  waits   o  -  ver  the  A\ay,       To 

blest,    And  our  spir-ils  shall  sor- row  no  more,      Not    a    si^rh    for   the 

praise,  For  the   glo  -  ri  -  ous  gift    of   His  love,      And  the  blessings  that 
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Chorus. 
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dwelling  place  there, 
blessing    of    rest 
hal-low  our  days. 


In    the  sweet 


bv  -  and-  by. 


We  sh: 
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In  the  sweet 


bv-and-bv, 
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meet  on  that  beau-ti  -  ful  shore, 


In  the  sweet 


I  V  -  and 
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bv-and-bv 
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by-and-by,    by  -  and 


-e-: 


•— ^ 


i^i: 


by.      by-and-by, 
^^'  ptfi-mJMion  O.  Ditson  k  ^o. 


.  -   ful    shore. 


We    shall  meet    on      tint  beau  -  ti   -    ful    shore 


5^ 


(43) 


No.  4:4:. 


HOME  OF  THE  SOUL 


IS.  Ellen  H.  Gates. 


From  "  Hallowed  Songs,"  by  per. 


I     will     sing    you     a  song 

Oh,  that  home     of    the  soul 

That  uu-change-a  -    ble  home 
Oh,  how  sweet    it     will      be 


of 
in 
is 
in 


that 
my 
for 

that 


beau  -  ti  - 
vis  -  ions 
you  and 
beau  -  ti  - 


ful    land,      The 
and  dreams,  Its 
for    me,    Where 
ful    land.      So 


e 
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far       a  -  way  home  of    the   soul,  Where  no  storms  ev  -  er  beat     on     the 

bright,  jas- per  walls     I      can     see;  Till      I      fan  -    cy     but  thin-  ly     the 

Je  -    sus     of    Naz  -  a  -  reth  stands ;  The        King     of     all  kingdoms    for 

free    from  all   sor  -  row  and  pain  ;    With       songs    on     our  lips    and  with 


^=JBEM^W. 
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glit  -  ter-  ing  strand, While  the  years      of      e   -    ter  -    ni  -  ty 

veil  in  -  ter  -  venes      Be  -    -  tween     the  fair      cit   -    y    and 

ev   -  er,      is       He,      And  He    hold  -  eth  our  crowns  in    His 

harps  in     our  hands      To  meet     one   an  -   oth  -   er      a    - 

^ 


roll, 
me, 
hands, 
gain, 

N 


j        While  the  years     of      e    -  ter    -  ni  -  ty      roll ;  Wliere  no  storms     ev  -  er 

j             Be    -     tween    the    fair    cit    -  y    and     me;     Till     I       fan    -    cy    but 

And  He    hold- eth    our  crowns  in    His   hands;    The          King      of     all 

To          meet    one    an  -  oth  -  er      a  -    gain  ;     With        songs     on    our 


:^ 


:i)=5= 
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beat      on    the    glit-ter-ing  strand.While  they^arsof    e-ter-ni-ty    roll, 
thin  -  ly     the    veil     in- ter- venes   Be  -     tween  the  fair    cit-  y   and  me. 
king-doms  for  -  ev  -   er,    is      He,  And  He  hold-eth  our  crownsin  Hishands. 
lips   and  with  harps  in  our  hands    To         meet  one   an  -  oth  -  er     a- gain. 


g=rz:g-Frg:^__fg_g: 
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To.  4o.      THE  HOME  OVER  THERE. 

*•  Oh  that  I  had  winjjs  like  a  dove,  for  then  would  I  fly  away 

and  be  at  rest." — Psalm  55  :  6. 

lev.  D.  w.  c.  Huntington.  Tullius  C.  O'Kane. 

1.  Oh,thiiik  of  the  home  over  there.By  the  side  of  tlie  river  of  iiirht.       Wherethe 

2.  Oh,tliink  of  the  friends  over  there,  Who  before  us  the  journey  have  trod.  Of  llie 


over  there, 


tfe" 


saints,  all  im-mor  -  tal  and  fair.    Are  robed  in  their  garments  of  white,  over  there, 
songs  that  they  breathe  on  the  air,  In  their  home  in  the  pal-ace  of  God,  over  there. 
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He f I'd  in* 
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O-ver  there, 
0-ver  there, 


o-ver  there, 
o-ver  there, 
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Oh.  think  of  tlie  home  over  there.  Over 

Oil. think  of  the  friends  over  there,  Over 

■#--•-•#-*■#--»-    .•♦-—I-  ^^ 
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over  there. 


over  there. 


over  there. 


m 


there, 
there. 
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o-ver  there,  o  -  ver  there, Oh. think  of 
o-ver  there,  o-ver  there,  Oh,  tiiink  of 


the  home  o  -  ver  there, 
the  friends  o  -  ver  tliere. 


m^ 
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o-ver  there. 


Saviour  is  now  over  there, 
rhere  my  kindred  and  friends  are  at  rest; 
en  away  from  my  sorrow  and  care, 
:.et  me  fly  to  the'land  of  the  blest. 

Over  there,  over  thera, 
kfy  Saviour  is  now  over  there. 

By  permisxion  Phihp  Phillips.  (  45  ) 


i?=^53E^!^^yi 


I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there. 

For  the  end  of  my  journey  I  see  ; 
Many  dear  to  my  heart,  over  there, 

Are  watching  and  waiting  for  me. 
Over  there,  over  there. 

I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there. 


No.  46.  SAVED  BY  THE  BLOOD  OF  JESUS. 


Maud. 


Whicli  speaketh  better  things  than  the  blood  of  Abel. 


-Heb.  12:  24. 

E.  S.  LOREKZ 


1.  Saved    by   the  blood  of 

2.  Help  -  less  and  lone     I 

3.  Sinir       all     ve  saints   in 


i^^mr^mm 


Je  -  sus, 
wandered, 
glo  -  ry, 


Bro  -  ken  the  bonds  of       sin; 
Hope  came  to  cheer    no     more ; 
Sing     ye  redeemed    be  -  low; 


— ^ — 
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Freed  from  the  fears   with  -  in : 
Crush -ing  the  load      I       bore; 
Sweet -est  that  earth  can    know. 
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Oh    what   a  sweet   sur  ■ 
Then  gave  I     all       to 
Tell      of    His  wondrous 


ren  -  der- 
Je  -  sus, 
pit    -    y, 


9^ 
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Loss  that  is  on  -  ly  gain; 
Sor  -  row,  and  sin  and  shame; 
Tell    how  He  lived   and     died — 


4— r-J- 
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Oh  wliat  a  bright  glad  dawn  -  ins:,  Af  -  ter  sin's  night  of  pain. 
Faith  -  ful  and  true  and  ten  -  der,  Quick  to  my  help  He  came. 
Je   -   sus  the  earth-born     Sa  -  viour,     Je  -  sus    the  cru  -  ci  -  fied. 


Chorus, 
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Saved  bv  the  blood  of 


sus.  Bound  bv  the  love  that  frees 

1       >     ^ 
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t 
us,   Nc 
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SAVED  BY  THE  BLOOD.-Concluded. 


^ — ^: 


more  to  roam     no  more  to  roam,  Oh  wondrous  love— oli  rest  and  home. 
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WE  PRAISE  THEE,  0  GOD. 

JS 0»    zt  4  •  "  O  Lord,  revive  Thy  work.''— Hab.  3:  2. 

0 # 0'-\—i& 
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1.  "NVe    praise  thee,  O      God!    for    the   Son      of     Thy    love,      For. 


Chorus, 


I'll:-  U^       u/ 

Je  -  SU3,  who  died,  and   is    now  gone  a  -  bove.   j  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  I  Thine  the 

(  Hal -le-lu -jah!  Thine  the 


irlo  -  ry.      Hal  -le-lu  -  jah  !    A  -  men.      ] 

jrlo  -  rV.      [Omit \    Re  -  vive     us 


I 


^ « 
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2  We  praise  Thee,  O  God  !  for  Thy  Spirit  of  light, 

Wlio  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our  night 

3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  stain. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace. 

Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our  ways. 

5  Revive  us  again;  fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love. 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire  from  above. 

(47) 


Wo.  48. 


WHY  DO  YOU  WAIT? 


G.  F.  R. 

"  Arise,  He  calleth  thee.  "-Mark  10:  49. 

Geo.  F.  Root,  by  per. 
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1.  Why  do  you  wait,  dear  broth-  er, 

2.  What  do  you  hope,  dear  broth-  er, 

3.  Do  you  not  feel,  dear  broth-  er, 

4.  Why  do  you  wait,  dear  broth-  er, 


Oh,  why      do  you 

To  gain      by  a 

His  Spir  -    it  now 

The  har  -   vest  is 


^9l¥= 
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tar  -   ry        so        long? 
fur  -  ther     de   -   lay? 

striv  -  ing  with  -  in  ? 
pass  -  ing      a    -    waj'-, 


Your    Sav  -  iour 

There's  no        one 

Oh,  why       not 

Your   Sav  -  iour 


is  wait  -  ing 

to  save     you 

ac  -    cept      His 

is  long  -  ing 
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to^ 
but 
sal- 
to 
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give 
Je 


you 
sus, 
-  va    -    tion, 
bless     you, 


A    place     in      His  sane  -  ti  -  tied  throng. 

There's    no      oth  -  er  way    but  His  way. 

And  throw  off     thy      bur  -  den  of  sin  ? 

There's  dan  -  ger    and  death  in  de  -  lay? 


Why    not?    why    not?  Why    not  come  to  Him     now? 


now? 


1         I 


(48) 


No.  49.    NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 


L.  Mason. 


1.  Near  -  er,  my  God,    to    Thee,    Near-   er      to  Thee! 

2.  Though  like  the  wan  -  der  -  er,      Tlie      sun  gone  down, 

3.  There     let  the  wav     ap  -  pear    Steps    un  -  to  heaven 

I  ^  ^   .  I  


mm 
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E'en  though  it        be        a    cross 

Dark  -  ness    be        o  -    ver    me. 

All       that  Thou  send  -est  me. 


That 

My 

In 


rais  -  eth      me; 
rest      a        stone ; 
mer  -  cy      given ; 


^ — ^ — ZJ^T- 

I  II! 

all  my  song  shall  be,  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee ! 
in  my  dreams  I'd  be  Near-  er,  my  God,  to  Thee! 
gels      to      beck  -  on     me     Near  -    er,      my    God,    to  Thee  I 


9^s^J 
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Tlien  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  Thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethel  I  11  raise  ; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God.  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee  I 


5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  find  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 


(49) 


No.  50.  TELL  ME  THE  OLD,  OLD  STORY. 

"  Tell  them  how  great  things  the  Lord  hath  done."— Mark  5:  19. 
Miss  Kate  Ha-nket.  W.  H.  Doane,  by  per. 


— i ^- — *^*- 


1.  Tell  me   the  Old,  Old      Sto  -  ry,    Of       nn-seen  things  a 

2.  Tell  me  the  Sto  -  ry      slow  -  ly,  That      I    may  take    it 

^    ^     -^    ♦    ♦       III! 
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bove,     Of 
in—     That 
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-y,    Of  Je-s 
in,  God's  rei 


Je-sus  and  His      glo  -    ry,    Of  Je-  sus  and  His  love 
wonder- ful    re  -   denip-tion,  God's  rem-e-dy    for     sin 


Tell  metheSto-ry 
Tell  me  the  Sto-ry 


,^-J 


sim-ply,     As  to      a       lit  -  tie  child.  For   I      am    weak  and  wca  -  ry,  And 
oft  -  en,     For  I      for  -  get  so  soon,  The  ear-  ly      dew     of    morn-ing  Has 


9!Et 


'ZiL 
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Chorus, 


1 — I — r 


&== 


^^4r^lP^ 


m 


r#^i=g^*^ 


Sa'way  arnol  }    ^ell    me  the  Old,  Old  Sto- ry,     Tell  me  tl,e  Old,  Old 


W^ 


sto  -  ry, 
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Tell  me  the  Old.  Old  Sto 
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■    ry    Of     Je  -  sus    and  His  love. 
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TELL  ME  THE  OLD,  OLD  STORY.  -Concluded. 


3  Tell  me  the  Story  softly, 

With  earnest  tones,  and  grave 
Remember  !  I'm  the  sinner 

"Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  Story  always, 

If  you  would  really  be, 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 

A  comforter  to  me. 


Tell  me  the  same  Old  Story. 

Wl'en  you  have  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  Avhen  that  world's  glory 

Is  dawning  on  mv  soul. 
Tell  me  the  Old,  Old  Story : 

"Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole." 


JVo.  51. 


HE  LEADETH  ME. 


"  He  leadeth  me  by  the  still  waters.'' 
Rev.  Jos.  H.  GiLMORE.    1861. 


-Psalm  23:  2. 

\Vm.  B.  Bradbury,  by  per. 


i^i 


^#* 
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1.  He     leadeth  me  !  0  bles.sed  tho't !  0  words  with  heav'nly  comfort  fraught ! 

2.  Sometimes  "mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom, Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 

3.  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ever  mur-   mur  nor    re  -  pine, 

4.  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done, When,  by  Thy  grace,  the  victory's  won, 


m^ 
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I     do,  where'er 
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Whate'er    I     do,  where'er       I  be.    Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  leadeth  me. 

By    wa-  ters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea,  Still  'tis   His    hand  that  leadeth  me. 

Content,whatev  -  er      lot      I  see.  Since 'tis    my    God   that  leadeth  me. 

E'en  death's  cold  wave  I    will  not  flee,  Since  God  thro'  Jor-  dan  leadeth  me. 


HiEl; 
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Sefrain, 
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He  leadeth  me!  He  leadeth  me!  By  His  own  hand  He  leadeth  me  ; 
His  faithful  foil'  wer  I  would  be, For  by  His  hand  He  lead-eth  me 


(51) 
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No.  52. 


GATHERING  HOME. 


Mart  Leslie. 


Chorus, 


W.  A.  Ogden. 


:?jr^_ 
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I. 

1.  They're  gath  ring  homeward  fromev'ry  land,  One  by  one,     one  by  one  : 
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Chorus, 


As  their   wea     -    ry   feet  touch  the  shining  strand. Yes,  one    by      one. 
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Their  brows  are  enclosed  in       a     gold- en  crown, Their  traveled-stain'dgar- 


.^_. 


inents  are  all   laid  down  ;  And  clothd  in  white  raiment  they  rest  in  the  mead. 

Where  the 
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Chorus, 
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Lamb  doth  love  His  saints  to  lead.Gath'ring  home,Gath'ringhome,Fording  the 
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GATHERING  HOME.-Concluded. 


riv  -  er  one     by  one;  Gath'ringhonie,gath'ring  honie,Yes,one  by  one 
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2  We,  too,  shall  come  to  the  river  side, 

One  by  one,  one  by  one  ; 
We  are  nearer  its  waters  each  eventide, 

Yes,  one  by  one  ; 
AVe  can  hear  the  noise  and  the  dashing  stream. 
Oft  now  and  again  through  our  life's  deep  dream  ; 
Sometimes  the  dark  floods  all  the  banks  overflow, 
Sometimes  in  ripples  and  small  waves  go. 

3  Jesus,  Redeemer,  we  look  to  Thee, 

One  by  one,  one  by  one  ; 
-    We  lift  up  our  voices  tremblingly, 

Yes,  one  by  one  ; 
The  waves  of  the  river  are  dark  and  cold. 
We  know  not  the  place  where  our  feet  may  hold  ; 
O  Thou  who  didst  pass  througli  in  deepest  midnight, 
Now  guide  us,  send  us  the  staff  and  light. 


I— I 


No.  33. 


Rev.  S.  F.  Smith. 


TO-DAY.    6&4. 


1.  To  -  day 

2.  To  -  day 


the 
the 


s 


Sav  -   iour     calls  :    Ye 
Sav  -   iour     calls  :    Oh, 


ih; 


Dr.  L.  Mason,  iS31. 
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wan-  d'rers,  come  ;     O, 
list  -    en       now:  With- 
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ye     be-nighted    souls, Why  long- er  roam 
in  these  sa  -  cred  walls    To      Je  -  susbow. 


(53) 


3  To-day  the  Savior  calls  : 

For  refuge  fly  ; 
The  storm  of  justice  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day ; 

Yield  to  His  power  ; 
Oh,  grieve  Him  not  away  ; 
'Tis  mercy's  hour. 


No.  54:. 


Haky  B.  Reese. 


ON  THE  SHOALS. 

"Come,  and  help  us." — Acts.  16:  9. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  A     cry      comes    o  -  ver  the    deep,     Wailing  of  dy  -  ing    souTs,      'Tis 

2.  Sweet  hope  went    out  with  the    day.       Rudder  and  compass  lost;        De- 
i).  Quick :  point  to  the  sav    -    ing    Rock    Looming  from  out  the  deep,   Whose 
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echoed     in      cv 
spair     more  dark 
bea-con  the     per    - 


'ry     heart,  ''Erotkers  are    on      the    shoals!"  The 
than    night,     Crowneth  the  tem -pest -tossed;   No 
ird     souli         Ev-er    will  safe  -  ly    keep,      No 
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breakers  are     dash   -  ing  high,      And  death  is     in     ev  -  'ry    waA'e,  And 
help       may  come  from  the  sea,  No   sue    -     cor  from  the  land,    Say, 

mai-ter  how    licrco       the  storm —  How  mad-  ly  the    bil  -  low  rolls,     The 
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wild    -     ly    ringeth  the    cry, 

must      they  per-ish,and    we 

liuht  of    the    Guid  -  ing    Star, 
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e  peri:^li.   with  none  to    save.' 
Reach  iiev-er     to     them   a    hand? 
Will    bring     them   ofl'    the  shoals. 

T-     ■      - 


"  ■       ■"    b    ^    b    i      b    '     ' 


Chorus,  virace. 


)-^~^-0--9Z2^ 


.  -1 — »— ^;r~^ 

Rin.,'  out  the  tile  of 
t        t       I 


-#— «- 


son: 
I 


0-^ 


m 


1       1^    I 
While  prayer  its  bur-den    rolls, 
of  song,  ^ 

i     I     \    -0- ,  ^  t:    JL    ^  , 

-J— \J—i r- 


That 


From  Jasper  and  Gold.    By  permistion.         ( 54 ) 


ON  THE  SHOALS.-Concluded. 


Will  bring  them  off     the  shoals. 


-»5? 


-i9 


is 


Ho.  S5.        NO  CROSS  FOR  ME? 

"  They  found  a  man,  Simon  by  name,  to  bear  the  cross.'' — Matt.  27:  32. 


T.  COBBEN.  D.D. 


E.  S.  LORENZ. 


Eia 


m^^m^^ 


1.  I3  there  no  cross  for  me,  Thou    dy  -  in«^    Lamb?  Transfixed, Thy 

2.  Is  there  no  cross  for  me,  Thou    stricken  One  ?  Who  stretched  Thee 

3.  Is  there  no  cross  for  nie.  Ah  !    bless-ed  Lord,     How  could  there 

4.  Is  thert}  no  cross  for  me,  No     fear,  no  frown.       No  blood,  no 


9:^.tor:^8:^: 


-X& 


Zm^' 


>— '-h^ 


T^:^ 


)th-y 


-~\^- 


grief     I    see.    Hard    as       I      am.  That  suffering  form      of  Thine; 

to      the  tree?  What hud'st  thou  done?  And      why  this  crim- son  tide, 

glo  -  ry     be.     Or      long    re -ward;  Thy      joy,  bow.  tluMi,  my  own? 

ag  -    o  -  n}'.    Ah!  then,  no  crown,  For  re^tcomesout     of   strife; 


That    ag  -  o  -  ny    di-vine  !    No  cross  for 

Which  wells  forth  from  Thy  side?  No  cross  for 

A     seat  up  -  on  Tliy  tlirone.No  cross  for 

And  dentil  comes  out  of  life.       No  cross  for 


me, 
me, 
me, 
me, 


No  cross  for 
No  cross  for 
No  cross  for 
No  cross  for 


I 

me? 

me? 

mc? 

me? 


IS 


From  Praise  Offering.    By  per. 


I      r 

(66) 


JVb.  56. 


t> 


REST,  PILGRIM,  REST. 


^F=* 


A — ^ — N~-^ 


Words  arranged  and  Music  by  Theodokb  E.  Pekkins. 


^=s=:=f 


-i-f. 


-¥— *- 


^ 


^: 


i± 


PEI 


1.  Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  O     pil-grira,  Rest, 

2.  Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  0     pil-grira.  Rest, 


pil-grira,  rest; 
pil-grira,  rest; 


4- 


V-'y- 


t=t: 


5±=S 


Night  treads  close    up  -  on      the  heels     of 
Worn     by      jour-ney     are     the    wea  -   ry 


m 


:t^F=»: 


I 

(lav, 
feet, 

-fi' — ^ 


i^= 


There    is     no 
Turn,  now,  0 


-^. 


U 


^-t=*: 


g 


s 


h- 


:c 


oth  -  er    rest-ing  place  this  way,  The  Rock  is    near,  The  well 
pil-grira,  to  this  calm    re -treat,   O     sweet-ly    rest,    By    care 


p 


is    clear: 
oppressed, 


:t=:t: 


m^ 


n^ 


i 


?^^:^ 


^t=t=t=^^ 


-0— 


-z> -.i-iit 


Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  O 
Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  0 


Pil-grira, 
Pil-grira, 


Rest, 
Rest, 


W^ 


I    ^ 


^=^ 


I    I    r 


Pil-grira,    rest. 
Pil-grira,   rest. 

I 


I 

3  Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  0  pilgrim, 

Rest,  pilgrira,  rest; 
They  who  slumber  by  the  Rock  so  dear, 
Wake  rejoicing,  for  their  horae  is  near, 

Beneath  its  shade 

Thy  bed  is  raade: 
Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  0  Pilgrim, 

Rest,  Pilgrira,  rest. 

(56) 


No.  37. 


ALL  FOR  THEE. 


Fbakcis  Ridley  Hatergal. 
Slow  <£•  prayerfully. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 


J ^- 


1.  Take  my  life,  and  let      it      be    Con -se- era  -  ted,  Lord,    lo  Thee; 

2.  Take  my  feet,  and  let  them   be    Swift  and  beau  -  ti  -  ful        for  Thee; 

3.  Take  my  sil  -  ver  and  my  gold,  Not    a  mite  would    I       with-hold; 

4.  Take  my  will  and  make  it  Thine,    It  shall    be      no    Ion  -  ger  mine; 

5.  Take  my  love;  my  Lord,  .1    pour    At  Thy  feet     its  treas-  ure-store; 


^ -j^0-'-0 0 0—r0 0 g'— r  0---9 ■: ^— r  f  - '  -s ^ 1 


M 


^-,4— 


--^ N — ! ^rs— J ' — rd -^ — I — -j-r-^— --^ — I — ■ 


Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move  At      the    impulse  of     Thy    love. 

Take  my  voice    and  let    me    sing  Al  -  wa3-s,  on  -  ly  for      my    King. 

Take  my    moments  and  my    da}s,  Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise. 

Take  my  heart,    it     is  Thine  own,  It      shall  be  Thy  roy  -  al  throne. 

Take  my -self,    and    I    will      be  Ev  -  er,    on  -  ly,  all      for    Thee. 


m^ 


w —  — w w w r 


ee 


^-^ — h=H 


Chorus, 


M 


— s-H^-^ — K-p- — ,— -n— p- — ^,-q;^:-N_^:p_ — — ^—3 


Wash  me  in  the  Saviour's  precious  blood.  Cleanse  me  in  its  pu-ri-fying  flood; 

0 0 — 0-0 — #---# — r0 — 0 «> r# 0 — 0^-0—0^0—    0 — 0—^ 


-F=5=?=5=5 


I    I    I 


Lord,   I  give    to  Thee  my  lite  and  all     to  be  Thine  henceforth,  e-ter-iml-ly. 


^^m 


-^^^ 


Uy  lyermission. 


iy=^=5=rp=E==^===^:=E;:zri^:^:!J 
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No.  38.       BATTLING  FOR  THE  LORD. 


Semi- Chorus, 


g 


Theodore  E.  Pekkins. 
Chorus, 


l^^gg 


V 


We've  list    -    ed      in        a     ho  -  ly    war,  Battling 

We've  gird  -    ed     on      our    ar-  mor bright,  Battling 

We'll  stand    like  he  -  roes   on     the  field,  Battling 

Tho'  sin       and  death   our  way    op -pose,  Battling 

And  when    our  glo  -  rious  war    is    o'er,  Battling 


for  the 
for  the 
for  the 
for  the 
for  the 


Lord! 
Lord ! 
Lord! 
Lord ! 
Lord  ! 


Seini-Chorns. 


Chorus, 


>^emi-i.  noriis,  ,  f^norus,  ^^      ^^      N  i 

; 1 r--, \ S i 1 1 P Ph 1-( !^^^^-|-i 


E    - 
Our 
And 
Thro' 
We'll 


ter  -  nal  life,  our  guid  -  ing  star,  Battling 
Cap-tain's  word  our  strength  and  might, Battling 
no  -  bly  fight  but  nev  -  er  yield,  Battling 
grace  we'll  con- quer  all  our  foes.  Battling 
shout  sal  -  va  -  tion   ev    -    er-  more,     Battling 


for  the  Lord ! 

for  the  Lord ! 

for  the  Lord ! 

for  the  Lord ! 

for  the  Lord ! 


1       ,^ 


d        -9-'        -0-             ■#-       •^-9'  >a     -0-  '   -0- 
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Full  Cho7*us,      ^ 

,— , A JIB*- 
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We'll     work    till     Je  -  sus        comes.  We'll  work   till      Je  -  sus       comes, 


9^y-ip-pi=> 


> *=^ — 


■=t 


■-• — 1--^ 


* 
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We'll  work  till    Je  -    sus      comes,  And  then  we'll  rest    at         home. 


(53) 


H 
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WHEN  WE  LOSE  OUR  DEAR  ONES  HERE. 
No.  59. 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  E.  KAxriN,  P.D. 

N         1  ^  s        . 


w 
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-9 m 9 —  I w- 


1.    When     we  lose    our     dear     ones     here,     Those 


B:z24 

^_ia A. 
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in     faith 
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de  - 
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V     ^        — ^ 

».                   ..            ^              ' 

VWT                 1       * 

> 
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-  part  -  ed, 

•           m 

Oft 

■we  shed    the     bit    ■ 

ter 

tear. 

Oft           are 
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bro 


T:iT-5=i^ 


V 


ken 

—9— 


heart  -  ed, 
._# 9. 


—9— 
Oft 


— *#- 
are 


bro 


— p- 
ken 


heart  -  ed. 


f^i^iH 


2  But,  we  know  they  still  are  ours, 

Where  death  ne'er  invadeth  ; 
Where  the  bloom  leaves  not  the  flow'rs, 
]:  And  where  love  ne'er  fadeth,  :j 

3  To  the  hills  we  lift  our  eyes, 

Where  there  is  no  dying ; 
Whence  the  streams  of  comfort  rise, 
11 :  All  sure  hearts  supplying.  :|| 


(59) 


4  To  our  Heavenly  Father's  will. 

Make  we  full  surrender ; 
Poor,  weak  hearts  be  hush'd  and  still, 
Ij:  He  is  kind  and  tender.  :!| 

5  What,  in  tears,  we  know  not  now, 

W^e  shall  know  hereafter  ; 
To  the  Lord  we  meekly  bow  : 
Grief  shall  change  to  laughter.  :|| 


No.  60.         I'LL  SING  FOR  JESUS. 

'*  —  to  whom  be  praise  and  dominion  forever  and  ever." — 1  Pet.  4  :  11. 
Rev.  T.  C.  Reade.  j.  h.  Anderson. 


9:-i?i5^ 


1.  I'll     sing  for    Je-sus  while  I've  breath,  TU  praise  Him  when  I    die; 

2.  When  sink-ing  un  -  der     sin    and  grief,  No  oth  -  er     help  was  nigh; 

3.  My    troubled  soul  found  sweet  re-pose.  While  trusting    in    His  blood, 

I         ,         ,        _  :         :         I         '  ■         i  : 


:wia 
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-p^pS^ 
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His   lov  -  ing-kind-ness 

'Twas  Je  -  sus  came    to 

And  from  the  depths  of 

af  -  ter  death 
my  re  -  lief, 
sin     a -rose, 

0 0 0- 
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ni 

Twas 
Tod 

—0— 

0~ 

her 
He 
tN-ell 

-  aid     thro' 
who   heard 
with  Christ 

0 

9 

the 
my 
in 

sky. 
cry. 
God. 
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CJiorus. 


-b-S-^r-.--^-^^.-^-. 


-C— •;-!5"-*^T"-^---"^n-i5-^ ^^r— ^-i5;-i- 
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Sweet  Sav      -    iour  mine, 


ril  sing  of  thy  wondrous  love; 


m 


Sweet  Sav-iour,    Saviour  mine,  I'll  sing  of  thy  wondrous  love,  wondrous  love,  I'll 
■0-   -#-  ^     i-#-  -0-    \-0-    ■#-*■#-    -#••#--#-    -0-' -0-   -0- 


fea 


-0  —  0 0' 
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:i. 
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f    -0-  *•;♦ 

serve  Thee  still,  And  I'll  praise  Thee  up  a-bove. 

serve,  ves,  I'll  serve  thee  still.serve  thee  stni.  And  I'll  praise  thee  up  a  -  bove,  up  above. 

r**.  ^    .    -    ^  .  ^ 
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By  ptrm  iision 
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No.63.        SLEEPING  ON  GUARD. 

Arthur  \V.  French.  Frank  H.  Davis. 


ht 


-• — #- 


1.  Out  from  the  cani]>-fire's  red  glowing.  Cheerfully  shedding  its  light,  On  to  the 

M.  m._^  f.  f-_'_  -    -    - 

>— ^— s^-| ! I 


^ — y~ 


'^      'J 


^      P      l^ 


V— 17 


>  _  V     N_.S 


T=S=S-3^ 
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iiickots  we're  go-in <r,  For  the  long  watches  of  night.      Let  lis  be  careful  that 

9 — 0—0 
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iziizz: 


sluni-ber  Press  not  our  eye-lids  too  hard 
.  Ut-     A   JL    A   .#.   -ft  \^^ 


Surelv  not  one  of  our  number 


iS^B^.^ 


-J? •- 


feS^'-z§?^§ 


V — .^      •      > 


-h.-^ 


Chorus. 


^^SE^ 


^  I    ^  ;^  ^ 

Must  be  found  sleeping  on  guard  A  es.sleeping  on  guard, 


Sleeping  on  guard, 


Sleeping  on 


-P— 


guard..  ■  No. surely  not  one  of  our  number  Must  be  found  sleeping  on  guard. 


pEzp^r^ 


?:r:5=:: 


-I — »- 


0^-0- 


:^f=f=± 


-.y^^r 


n-P-ft- 


1^   1^   ;^ 
2  Yonder,rum's  camp-lights  are  burning,  i  3  Our  aim  is  vigilance  ever, 

Hark  to  the  revelry  there ! 
Waiting  the  conflict  returning, 

Scouts  round  us  throng  ev'rywhere  ; 
We  must  be  watchful  and  ready,  ; 

See  every  entrance  is  barred,  * 
Keeping  our  heads  cool  and  steady. 

All  is  lost  sleeping  on  guard. 
Prom  Temp,  and  Gospel  SongS;  hy  per.     {63 


-^-^ 


We  can  allow  no  defeat, 
True-hearted  soldiers  will  never 

Way  from  their  duty  retreat ; 
Wary  and  watchful  be  keeping. 

Though  the  task  be  e'er  so  h'ard, 
Knowing  what  dangers  come  creeping^ 

When  they  are  sleeping  on  guard. 


No.  64.    SAVIOUR.  LIKE  A  SHEPHERD. 


He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness. 


-Ps.  23  : 3. 

S.  Wesley  Martin. 


1.  Sav-iour,  like  a  shepherd,  lea 

2.  We   are  Thine,  do  Thou  befriend 

3.  Thou  hast  promised  to  re  -  ceive 


us, 
us, 
us, 


-t7- 

Much  we  need  Thy  ten  -  der 

Be    the  guardian    of    our 

Poor  and  sin-ful  tho"    we 


=^: 


1.  Sav-iour.  like        a 

2.  We  are  Thine,     do 
H.  Thou  hast  prora-ised 


shep-herd,  lead  us,  Much  wo  need 

Thou  befriend   us.     Be    the  guard 

to     re-ceive  us,  Poor  and  sin 


Thy 
iau 
ful 


-0-        ^       -i-  •#■         -ih 


ten -der  care; 
of  our  way; 
tho'  we    be: 


^^ 


^9^ 


* — ~ 


In  Thy  pleas 
Keep  Thy  flock, 
Thou  hasl    mer 

J I 

'9 *  i   


— w — 

ant 

from 

cy 


In     Thy    pleas  -  ant  pas-tures  feed  us, 

Keep  Thy    flock,  from  sin     de  -  fend  us. 

Thou  hast    mer  -  cy      to    re  -  lieve  us, 


pas  -  tures  feed  us, 
sin  de  -  fend  us, 
to      re  -  lieve     us, 


k^t- 


s 


ifca: 


i=^ 
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For  our  use  Thy  folds  pre  -  pare. 
Seek  us  when  we  go  a  -  stray. 
Grace    to  cleanse,  and  power  to     free. 


Chorus. 


For  our  use 
Seek  us  when 
Grace  to  cleanse, 


m^^ 


By  permission. 


Thy 

we 

and 


folds  pre-pnre. 
go      a  -  stray, 
power  to    free. 


r     •     I       1 

Bless-ed      Jo  -  sus, 


-#— ^» 0- 


^V 


1 


(64) 


SAVIOUR.  LIKE  A  SHEPHERD.-Concluded, 


?*-/^. 


i 


1 


bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus!  Thou  hast  bought  us,  Thine  we  are.  Thine  we  are. 
bless -kI  Je  -  sus:  Hear,  O  liear  us  when  we  pray,  when  we  pray, 
bless -eU   Je  -  sus!  Help   us,  help  us      turn     to   Thee,  turn     to  Thee. 


m^^m 


0-^-0 — 0 — €  •  X —  • ^1"^ — i n 


JVb.  6J. 


REVIVE  THY  WORK. 


Albert  Midlane. 


"O  Lord,  revive  Thy  work." — Hab.  3:  2. 

-^ ^ :i: 


E.   S.   LOBEKZ. 


-4-^-^-# — tf — 0 — *-m-V<^ —  r — #-« 
#-*-P-# # 0 — 9-^-V —        -* 
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1.  Re- 

2.  Re- 

Vive    Thy  work,      0     Lord! 
vive    Thy  work,     0     Lord! 

Jt         JL        JL        ^        jiZ.     ► 

Tliy  miiiht  -  y      arm    make  bare  ; 
Dis  -  turb    this    sleep      of  death ; 

rx.Ji  A        « 

^          b           ^           «          ^      . 
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Tine, 
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Speak  with   the    voice  that  wakes  the  dead.  And  make  Thy  peo  -  pie    hear. 
Quick -en     the   smoldering  em  -  bers    now,    By  Thy      al-might-y  breath. 


m         0^ZZ.0         ^— PF         .g==^*         ;  - 

i         : z~pij:i^g=iz:ai^i:ig: 


B.S.  The     glo   -  ry    shall  be      all   Thine  own.  The  bless-ih'j,  Lord,  be  ours. 


liefrain 


D.S. 


i^^3i 


-*-«-p« — *- 
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Re -vive,  re- vive  Thy  work,     0    Lord!    Oh,   send    re-fresh-in<:^showr's  ! 


^^_ 

'.«_ 
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3  Revive  Thy  work,  O  Lord  1 
Exalt  Thy  precious  name, 
And,  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  our  love 
For  thee  and  Thine  inflame. 


4  Revive  Thy  work,  0  Lord  ! 

And  give  refreshing  showers; 
The  glory  shall  be  all  Thine  own, 
The  blessing,  Lord,  be  ours. 


(65) 


No.  66.     GO,  WASH  IN  THE  STREAM. 


R.  TOBBEY,  JB. 


:;ziCvrr-_-i=i: 


"  A  fountain  is  opened  for  sin.'' — Zech.  16: 
S        N        S  .w        . 


I.  Baltzall. 


-0 — 0- 


1.  I'll  sing  of  that  stream,  of  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  stream, That  flows  thro' the 

2.  rU  sing  of  that  stream,  of  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  stream, Which  gladdens  the 

3.  rU  sing  of  that  stream,  of  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  stream,  That  fount  God  has 

4.  I'll  sing  of  that  stream,  of  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  stream, That  fount  that  is 


9^=# 


-* * — I 


-0 
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-^— N- 
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sweet  Ca-naan  Land:  Its  wa-ters  gleam  bright  in  their  heav-en -lylijrht,  An( 
ci  -  ty  of  God:  It  flowsfrom  the  throne  of  tlie  Fa- ther  a- lone:  Ant 
open  -  ed  for  sin :  That  stream  from  His  side  wlio  for  sin-ners  once  died :  He' 
flow-ing    so    free:     I'll  sing  of  that  flood,  which  is  crimsoned  with  blood,  Fron 


^ — ^— ^-^ ^^ — ^—;i — ;^ — ;^ — ^r—  y— 


CJiorus. 


rip  -  ])le  o'er  tlie  gold  -  en  sand, 
spreads  its  sweet  wa  -  ters  a  -  L>road. 
bealeJ,  who  but  plun  -  ges    there-  in. 

sin,   that  has  cleansed  e  -  ven      me. 

^  N        N        N 


Go  wash     in    that  beau  -  ti  -  ful 


Wash  in    the 
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1        stream Go,  ^ 

:        beau  -  ti  -  ful  stream, 
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fvash    in   that  beau-ti 
Wash  in 
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-  ful     stream 

the 

beau-ti-ful  stream.  Its 
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wa- ters  so    free,  are  flow-ing  for  thee;  Go,  wash  in  that  beauti-ful  stream. 
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No.67.      SAFE  WITHIN  THE  VAIL 


Kev.  E.  Adams 


J.  M.  Evans,  by  per. 


\^ 


0-  \   0         0         0         0- 


1.  "Land      a  -  head:"'  its   fruits  are  wav- ing  O'er  the  hills         of   fade-less 

2.  On  -  ward  bark!      the  cape  I'm  rounding;  See   the  bless  -  edwavetheir 

3.  There,"  let    go  the    an-chor,"  rid- ing  On  this  calm  and  silv-'ry 

4.  Now  we're  safe       from  all    temp-ta-  tion,All   the  storms      of  life  are 
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green  ;  And  the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters  lav-ing  Shores  where  heav'nly  forms  are  seen, 
hands  ;  Hear  the  harps  of  God  resounding  From  the  bright  immor-tal  bands. 
bay  ;  Sea-ward  fast  the  tide    is  gliding,Shores  in    sun-light  stretch  a-wa}'. 
past;  Praise  the  Rock  of  our  sal  -  va-tion,We  are   safe      at  home  at   last. 


'±-M>0Z0._^ 
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Rocks  and  storms  I'll  fear  no  more,When  on  that      e-  ter  -  nal  shore;  Drop  the 
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an  -chorl    Furl    the  sail 


am  safe        with-  in 
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No.  68.    SWEEPING  THRO'  THE  GATES  * 

"  It  is  blood  that  maketh  atonement  for  the  soul."— Let.  17  :  11. 


T.  C.  O'Kase. 


1.  Who,    who    are  these  1)6 -side  the  cliil -ly  wave,  Just   on     llie  bor-drrs 

2.  These,  these  are  they  who   in      af- thctiuifs  woes   Ev  -  er  liavel'oiiiniiu 

3.  These,  these  are  they  who   in     the  coi:-liict    dire,  Bold  -  ly  liave  stood  a  - 

4.  Safe,    safe    up-oii    the    ev  -  er  shining  shore,  Sin. pain. and  deatii,  anci 

5.  May     we,     O  Lord,  be  now    eu-tire- ly  thine,  Dai  -  ly   from  sin    be 

i:i^'Trt:z#z=:<z^i=g=izHzi: 
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of  the  si-lent  arave.  Shouting:  Je  -  sus"  pow'r  to  save,  Wash'd  in  theblooc 
Je  -  sus  calm  re-pose.  Such  as^from  a  pure  heart  flows,  Washil  in  the  bloot 
mid  the  hot-test  tire;  Jesus  now  says,  "Come  up  hii:her,"Wtish\l  in  the  bloo 
sor-row  now  are  all  oer.  Hap-py  now  and  ev  -  er  -  more,  Waslrd  in  the  blooi 
kept  by  power  di-vine;  Then  in  heaven  the  saints  we'll  join.  Wash'd  in  the  bloo 
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Sweeping  Ihro*  the  irates*' to    tlie  Xew   Je-ra  -  sa-lem, 
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the   blood 

^-M        ft— 

lb. 
•of 

Laml: 

'•  Sweep 

-ing 

thro' 

! 
gates 

0 

*^.>jf[-r 

'0 

W 

•  '# 

^ 

0 

ff 

tf  • 

'm 

m 

^  i-^  0 

-0- 

-0—0 — 

-0- 

-^- 

->- 

_L- / — 

->- 

— /< — 

—y— 



iiiii'l 


.fiy  ^rmission. 


*  Dvins  words  c  f  the  Eey.  Allred  Cookman. 
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No.  69.  JESUS,  I  MY  CROSS  HAVE  TAKEN. 


Henkt  F.  Ltte. 


r2:!2?Er_L=i!z:ijzz:« 


Air,  Mozart.    Arr.  by  H.  P.  M. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  I      my    cross  have  taken,     All     toleaveand    fol- low  Thee; 

2.  Let  the  world  de-spise  and  leave  me  iThe}' have  left  my  Saviour,  too; 
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Nak  -  ed,  poor,  despised,  for-sak  -  en,  Thou  from  hence  my  all  shall  be. 
D.S. —  Yet    how  rich  is      my      con-di  -  tion  I  God  and  heav'n  are  still  my  own. 

Hu-  man  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me ;  Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue ; 
D.S. — Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  scorn  me  ;  Show  Thy  face  and  all   is  bright. 
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Per-  ish  ev  -  'ry    fond  am-bi  -  tion,  All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known 
And  wliileThoushaltsmileupon  me,  God    of  wis-dom,  love,  and  might, 


zzt± 


Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh  !  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me, 
Oh  !  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Tliee. 


4  Soul,  then,  know  thy  full  salvation ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care, 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days: 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 
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No.  70. 


THE  GOSPEL  BELLS. 


"  For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  He  gave  His  oiily  begotteu  Son,"— John  3  :  16. 
s.  Wesley  Martik.  S.  W.  M. 

I '  N N_ 
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1  The  Gos- pel  bells  are    riug-ing,  O  -  ver  laud,  from  sea     to     sea: 

2  The  Gos  -  pel  bells   iu  -  vite    us  To    a    feast    pre-pared  for     all; 

3  The  Gos -pel  bells  give  warn-iug,  As  they  souud  from  day    to    day, 

4  Tlie  Gos -pel  bells  are      joy-  ful,  As  they    ech  -  o     far  and  wide, 
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Bless  -  ed  news    of  free    sal  -  va  -  tion     Do  they    of  -  fer  you  and    me. 

Do    not  slight  the    in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion,  Nor  re  -  ject  the  gra-cious  call. 

Of    the    fate  Which  doth  a  -  wait  them  Who  for  -  ev  -  er   will   de  -  lay. 
Bear  -  iug  notes  of    per -feet  par -don.  Thro'  a    Sav  -  iour  cru  -  cl  -  fied. 
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For    God     so    loved    the    world  That  His 

I       am     the    bread  of       life;  Eat    of 

Es  -  cape    ye,     for     thy     life;  Tar  -  ry 

Good  tid  -  iugs    of    great    joy  To      all 
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on  -  ly    Son  He  gave, 

me,  thou  hun-gry  soul, 

not   in     all   the  plain, 

peo  -  pie    do     I  bring, 
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Who-so  -  e'er    be  -liev-eth  in  Him    Ev  -  er-last-ing  life  shall  have.'* 

Tho' jour  sins    be     red    as  crim- son,  They  shall  be    as  white  as    wooL" 

Nor     be  -  hind  thee  look,  oh,  nev  -  er,   Lest  ihou  be  con-sumed  in    pain." 

Un  -  to     vou    is    born     a  Sav -iour.  Which  is  Christ  t  lie  Lord'' and  King. 


By  Permission. 


^-mmm 
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THE  GOSPEL  BELLS.-Concluded. 


Choirs. 


Gos-pel  belis, 
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how  they  riii--,  O-ver  land,  from  seu  lo  sea;  Golden 

Gos-pel  belle,  how  they  ring, 
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bells,  free-ly  briii 

Gold  -  en  bells 


Et^ 


free  -  ly  bring 


Bless-ed  news    to    you  and    me. 

(5— T 


ill 
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H.  CAIiEY. 


AMERICA.    6s  &  4s. 


1.  My  country, 'tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  liberty,  Of  thee  I  sing;  Land  where  luv 
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fathers  died, Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride,  From  every  mountain  side  Let  freedom  ring. 


mmmm 
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2  My  native  country,  thee — 
Land  of  the  noble,  free — 

Thy  name  I  love; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills. 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills, 

Like  that  above. 


3  Our  father's  God,  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

"To  Thee  we  sing — 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
"With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might, 
Great  God,  our  King. 
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No.  73.    WE'LL  WAIT  TILL  JESUS  COMES. 


Dr.  Miller,  by  per. 


1.  O        land  of    rest,  for      thee    I     sigh.  When  will  the  moment    come, 

2.  No      tran-quil  joys  on     earth  I  know,  No    peace- ful  shelt' ring  dome, 
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When      I    shall  lay  my      ar  -  mor  by.  And  dwell     in  peace  at  home? 
This     worlds  a    wil-  der  -  ness    of    woe.  This  world  is  not   my  home. 
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Chorus, 
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We'll  wait  till 

We'll  wait 


•       .       I       s       -  I       , 

Je  -  sus  comes,  We' 11  wait  till    Je-sus  comes, 

We'll  wait 
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We'll 
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wait                  till 
We'll  wait 
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Je  -  sus  comes,  An( 
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i  we'll  be  gath-ered 

home. 
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3  To  Jesus  Christ  I  fled  for  rest ; 
He  bade  me  cease  to  roam, 
And  lean  for  succor  on  His  breast, 
And  He'd  conduct  me  home. 


4  I  sought  at  once  my  Saviour's  side. 
No  more  my  steps  shall  roam  : 
With  Him  I'll  brave  death's  chilling 
And  reach  my  heav'nly  home,     [tide 


(72) 


No.  74:.       THE  PRODIGAL  CHILD. 

"  I  will  arise,  and  go  to  my  father."— Luke  15:  18. 
Mrs.  FxLEX  H.  Gates.  W.  H.  Doane. 


r 


1.  Come  home  ! 

2.  Come  home  ! 

3.  Come  home  ! 

4.  Come  home ! 


come  home ! 

come  home! 

come  home! 

come  home! 


You  are      wea  -  ry  at    heart, 

For  we     watch  and  we     Avait, 

From  the     sor  -    row  and  blame, 

There  is      bread    and  to     spare, 


For   the     way    has  been  dark,       And  so       lone  -  ly    and    wild.       ^ 

And   we     stand  at     the  gate,     While  the     shad-  ows  are     piled.       [ 

From  the      sin     and  the  shame,     And  the     tempt-er    that   smiled ;  j 

And    a     warm  welcome  there;    Then,  to   friends rec  -  on  -  ciled, 
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prod  -  _i-  gal     child  !  Come  home  !    oh, 


come  home! 


tit 


I     i^    u   u 


Et 
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Ch<yrus 


By  permissioD.    | 

Come    home 


come    home, 
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come  home! 


No.  7 5.        THERE  IS  A  FOUNTAIN. 


Wm.  Cowper. 


Western  Melody. 


r  r  r*  ^- 

1.  There   is        a  fountain, filTd  with  blood. Drawn  from  Inmianuel's  veins  ; 

2.  The      dy  -  ing thief re-joiced      to  see    That   fountain   in    liis       day; 
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And    sin-ners,  plung'd  be-neath  that  flood.  Lose    all  their  guil- ty    etains. 
And  there  may    I,  though  vile      as     lie,  Wash    all      my  sins    a  -    way. 
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Lose    all    their  guil  -  ty 
Wash  all      mv    sins      a 


stains, 
way. 


Lose  all  their  guilty     stains,  And 
Wash  all    my  sins  a    -  way,   And 
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sin  -  ners,plung'dbc-neath     that  flood,   Lose    all     their  guil-ty    stains, 
there     mav    I,  though  vile       as      he,      Wash   all      my  sins    a  -  way. 
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E'er  since,  hy  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


4. 

Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save,   [tongue 

When   this  poor,  lisping,  stammering 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 
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No.76.    WHAT  MUST  IT  BE  TO  BE  THERE? 


"  Tliere  shall  be  no  more  'leatli,  neither  sorrow,  nor  crying."— Rev.  21:  4. 
Mrs.  Elizabeth  Mills.  Geo.  C.  Stebbins,  by  per. 
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1.  ^Ve 

2.  We 

3.  We 

4.  We 

5.  Do 


speak 
speak 
speak 
speak 
Thou, 


of  the  land           of  the 

of  its  patli    -  ways  of 

of  its  peace  and  its 

of  its  free    -  doni  from 


Lord,  midst  pleas    -    ure 


or 


blest, 
gold, 
love, 
sin, 
woe, 


A 

Its 
The 
From 
For 
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coun    -   try         so    bright  and  so  fair,  And      oft          are  its 

walls    decic'd    with  jew    -  els  so  rare,  Its  won    -   ders  and 

robes     which     the     glo    -  ri    -  tied  wear,  The  songs        of  the 

sor    -     row     temp  -  ta     -  tion  and  care,  From     tri      -      als  with- 

heav    -    en        our    spir     -  its  pre   -  pare.  Then  short    -    ly  we 
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flo   -   ries  con    -   fessed,  But  what  must  it  be  to  be 

pleas  -  ures  un   -    told,  But  what  must  it  be  to  be 

bless  -   ed  a     -    hove.  But  what  must  it  be  to  be 

-  out       and  with   -   in,  But  what  must  it  be  to  be 

al    -     so  shall    know.  And  feel,  what  it  be  to  be 
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there? 
there? 


lere 
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there? 

there. 


To  be  there,  to  be  there. 
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Oh,  what  must  it  be     to    be  there  ? 
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To  be  there, 
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to  be  there. 


to  be  there? 


To  be  there, 
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Limiir*: 


to  be  there.  Oh,  what  must  it  be    to     be  there? 


To  be  there, 


™ii 


to  be  there, 
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to  be  there? 


No.  77. 


IMMANNUEL'S  LAND. 


A.  R.  Cousin. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwin,  by  per. 
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1.  The  sands  of    time  are  wast  -  ing,  The  dawn     of    heav  -  en      bieaks, 

2.  Oh!    Je-sus     is      the  fount  -  ain,  The   deep,  sweet  well     of      love; 

3.  Oh  !     I      am  my    Be  -  lov  -  ed's,And  my       Be  -  lov  -  ed's    mine, 


The     sum  -  mer  morn  I've  sigh'd  for,  The  fair,    sweet  morn    a  -  wakes. 
The  streams  on  earth  I've     tast  -    ed,  More  deep     I'll  drink      a  -  bove. 
He    brings     a    poor  vile     sin  -    ner    In  -  to       his  house    di  -  vine. 


9^*=^ 


m 


Sl- 


^ 


:te: 


(2^^ 


p^ 


1 


fe 


^ 


=3S^ 


di 


i-^ 


Oh,  dark  bath  been    the    mid-    night,  But  day-spring  is      at     hand, 
There  to        an      o  -    cean   full  -     ness     His  mer  -  cy   doth   ex  -  pand, 
Up-  on      the  Rock     of     A      -      ges      My  soul    redeemed  shall  stand, 
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And        glo  ■    ry,     glo 

And        glo  -   ry,     glo 

"Where     glo  -   ry,    glo 


ry  dwell  -  eth 
ry  dwell  -  eth 
ry    dwell  -  eth 
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In 
In 
In 


Im-  man-  uel's  land, 
Im-  man-  uel's  land, 
Im-  man-  uel's  land, 
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IMMANUEL'S  LAND.-Concluded. 


rv,    glo  -    rv     dwell-  eth 
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In     Im-nianuers    land. 


No.  78. 


BOYLSTON.    S.  M. 


Kev.  Isaac  Watts. 
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Dr  L.  Mason. 


I        1.  Not      all      the    blood      of    beasts     On      Jew  -  ish       al    -    tars        slain, 
2.  But  Christ,  the    heav'n-lv     Lanil),  Takes  all       our    sins  a    -      wav ; 

!  .    _    :    .  .         ,^j    ■ 


^^ 


:^-_: 


:^ 


^-- 


^^ 


^^- 


-^~\ 


Could  give  the 
A      sac  -  ri  ■ 


guilt 
fice 


y  conscience  peace,  Or    wash   a   - 
of      no- bier  name,  And    rich-er 


I  1 

way    the  stain, 

blood  than  they. 
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My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 

On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 

And  there  confess  my  sin. 
My  soul  looks  back  to  see 

The  burden  thou  did'st  bear, 
While  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, 

And  knows  her  guilt  was  there. 


1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 


Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

The  wond'ring  angels  see  ; 
Be  thou  astonish'd,  0  my  soul ; 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep  ; 

Each  sin  demands  a  tear  : 
In  heaven  alone  no.  sin  is  found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 


(77) 


No.  79.    WHILE  THE  DAYS  ARE  GOING  BY. 

"  Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  thj'  might."— Eccl.  9:  10. 
George  Cooper,  by  per.  Ira  D.  Sanket. 


v**-^-*— j^'^ir^s^ 


There  are  lone-ly  hearts  to     cher-ish,  While  the  days  are  go  -  ing 

There  are  wea-  ry  souls  who  per-  ish,  While  the  days  are  go  -  ing 

There's  no  time  for  i  -  die  scorn- ing,  While  the  days  are  go  -  ing 

Let  5'our  face  be  like  the  niorn-ing.  While  the  days  are  go  -  ing 

All    the  lov-  ing  links  that  bind  us,    While  the  days  are  go  -  ing 

One  bv  one   we  leave  be  -  hind  us,    While  the  davs  are  go  -  ing 


by; 
by; 
by; 
by; 
by; 
bv; 


#^ 


m^\ 


15*- ■ 


-sue.  Oh,  the  good  we  all  may  do.  While  the  days  are  go- ing  by. 
eyes ;  Help  your  fall  -  en  brother'  rise.  While  the  days  are  go-  ing  by. 
grow,  And  will    keep  our  hearts  a-glow,AVhile  the   days  are  go-  ing   by. 


Go-ingby, 


Oh,  the  good  we  all  may  do.  While  the  days  are  going  by. 


go-ingby, 
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No.  80.    THE  STRANGER  AT  THE  DOOR. 


If  any  man  will  open  the  door.'*— Ret.  3  :  20. 


# 


T.  C.  O'Kanb. 


—#—#—#-.5. 

1.  Be -hold    a  stran-ger  at  the  door,  He  gently  knocks— has  knocked  be-fore, 

2.  Oh,  love  -  ly  at  -  ti-tude  -  He  stands  With  melt-ing  lieart  and  load-cd  hands; 

3.  But  will  He  prove  a  friend  indeed?  He  will— the  ve  -  ry  friend  you  need; 


:ii,>fr 


:Sm: 


r-f^ 


1^^ 


&= 


Has  wait-od  long,    is  wait -ing  still:  You  treat  no   oth  -  cr  friend  so  ill. 
Oh.  matchless  knidness— and  He  shows  This  matchless  kindness  to  His  foes. 
The  Friend  of  sin-ners?  Yes.  'Tis  He.  With  garments  dyed  on  Cal  -  va  -17. 


§l?:3=aEb; 


m 


m 


Chorus. 


toiT 


«-- s- 


: — =_#- 


.0 «_ 


I  Oh,    let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in ... .    He'll  cleanse  the  heart  from  sin 

come  in,  1  from  sin. 


w^m^ 


L # — 0      0  V  ^T— — * — 0-^- 1  -^ 


Oh,  keep  Him  no  more  out  at  the  door,  But  let  the  dear  Saviour  com'e  in . . 


come  in. 


4  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  out  His  enemy  and  thine — 
That  soul  destroying  monster,  sin,— 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

Music  hy  permurion.  (79) 


5  Admit  Him,  ere  His  anuer  burn  — 
His  feet,  departed,  ne'er  return; 
Admit  Him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand 
You'll  at  His  door  rejected  stand 


No.  81.   ARE  YOU  COMING  HOME  TO-NIGHT? 


Arranged. 


James  McGra>-ahax,  by  per. 


1.  Are    you  cora-ing  Home,  ye  wand'rers.Whoni  Je  -  sus  died  to    win, 

2.  Are    you  com-ing  Home,  ye  lost  ones?  Be-hold  your  Lord  doth  wait: 

3.  Are    you  com-ing  Home,  ye  guilt  -  y,  Who  bear  "the    load  of     sin? 

4S N 


All  foot- sore,  lame,  and  wea  -  ry,  Your  gar-mentsstain'd  with  sin? 
Come,  then  no  Ion  -  ger  lin  -  ger.  Come  ere  it  be  too  late ; 
Out-   side  you've  long  been  stand  -  ing,  Come  now   and   vent  -  ure 


P 


-sT~5^^=r 


^^.-v— i^ — ^ — * — " — 9   ^ 

\\  ill  you  seek  the  blood  of  Je  -  sus  To  wash  your  gar- ments  white? 
"Will  you  come  and  let  Him  save  you?  O  trust  His  love  and  might; 
Will   you  heed    the  Saviour's  prom  -  ise.  And  dare    to    trust     Him  quite? 


;    ;   ti 

^^     u* '^ — U«-^ — * — * — * — l-i P — k"l  .^ '^ ^ — 

^                                          Bit.... 

O  h  U ^ 1 Ik N a ^ -P 1* *»H — ^ 1^ -> 

y-^— J— g-r-^     t    ^^     'r—p—w^7—0\^     ^.—irr 

=^=^1 

Will   you  trust  His  pre-cious  promise,  Are  you  com-  ing  Home   to-  night! 
Will    you  come  while  He  is     call-  ing,  Are  you  com-  ing  Home   to-  night' 
••  '■  Come  un  -  to   me,"  saith  Je  -  sus.  Are  you  com-  ing  Home   to-  night? 


-^     —     ^                             *                                         s     ^ 

^-51^ — ^      ^l^     k     "^  ^ — J- — - — L — ^-L:^     '^ — '^ — g     »~-\{ 

Chorus. 


iV-^ 1^ 


5?z2^i: 


^     • 


0  W- 


--■^    ^  •    g=^ 


Are  you    com-ing  Home  to-night,   A.re  you  com-ing  Home    to-night, 


^m 


xzi«: 


:i*^ — "W-- — i* 1*      J 


^ 


~m wr 

Are  you  com-ing  Home    to    Je  -  sus,  Out    of  darkness    in   -   to  light? 

-^ ^ 


3^1^ 


(SOj 


ARE  YOU  COMING  HOME  TO-NIGHT?    Concluded. 


To  vour  lov- ing,  heav'nly  Fa- ther,  Are  you  coin-ing  Home    to-night? 


Xo.82.      SHINING  SHORE.    8s&7s.    D. 


David  Nelson. 


m. 


d 


Geo.  F.  Koot. 


^ 


9 »     ^ * ^ 


1.  My  days  are  gliding  swift-ly    by.     And      I,        a      pil-grim  stran-ger, 

2.  Our  absent  King  the  watchword  gave:     "Let       ev- 'ry  lamp  be  burning; 

3.  Should  coming  days  be  dark  and  cold, We   will     not  yield  to     sor-row; 

4.  Let   sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow,  Each  chord   on  earth  to     sev  -   er; 


Would  not  de- tain    them     as    they  fly,  Tliose  hours  of    toil  and  dan  -  ger. 
We  look   a  -  far        a  -   cross  the  wave.  Our  dis  -  tant  home dis-cern- ing. 
For  hope  will  sing,  with    cour- age  bold, There's  glo  -  ry     on    themor-row. 
Our  King  says  Come,and  there's  our  home.For- ev  -    eri    0      for-ev  -  er! 
JL         JL         M.      ^      M.         JL      ^^  '      JL       ^        ^      ^ 


^=m: 


§ij^ 


m^^m^^m 


For,  O,  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand,Our  friends  are  passin 


^.   ♦ 


pg^g£^=g 


^  ^ 


^      r 


just   be -fore,      the    Shining  Shore   We    mav      al-most  dis  - 


W^=f=r 


ii 
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No.  S3. 


ANTIOCH.    CM. 


Isaac  Watts.    1719. 
I 


Arr.  from  G.  F.  Haxdel.    1685-1759. 


rfc 


^gl^siigi^feiisj 


1,  Joy    to   the  world  ;  the  Lord  is  come;  Let  earth    re- ceive   her  King; 

•0-    -0-  '     -^  N 


p#P^ 


^- 


r^ 


A-q^^ —-=2^ 


0-^  0-'~0—0- 


i 


Let    ev  - 'ry    heart  i)re-pare  Him  room, And heav'n  and  naturesing.     And 

And  heav'n  and  nature 


=h=:';dt—l—\ id\ — |— T" 


heav'n  and  nature  sing,  And  heav'n,  And  heav'n  and   nat-ure    sing, 

sing,         And  heav'n  and  nature  sing. 


m^E^==^. 


'  J    '^  \^  V 


2  Joy  to  the  earth ;   the  Saviour  reigns ; 

Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and  plains, 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground ; 
He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 


4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace' 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 
Tlie  glories  of  His  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 


(82) 


KO.S4.   I  NEED  THEE.  LAMB  OF  GOD, 


J.  E.  Rankin,  D.D.      "Lord,  remember  me."— Luke  23:  42.     J.  W.  Slaughenhaupt. 

1 


i^ft^^ipil^ 


m 


1.  Just  as  Thou  art,  by  man  de-nied,  With  bleeding  hands, and  feet,and. side, 

2.  Just   as  Thou  art,nnstained  by    sin,     So    full     of  ten-der-ness  with-in  ; 

3.  Just   as  Thou  art,  by  God   ap-provod,  To   die     forman,di-vine-ly  moved, 

4.  Just  as  Thou  art !  so  pure,  so    wise ;  Complete  on  earth  Thy  Sac-ri-  fice ; 


:fi-S-it-— ] f^—- ^--T-^l^^^-^-H .^J,  I        rs     -^--l \-^-^ ^ 

Em_n 1 ^ — , *-#H-^ S m — J^—^— 1-^— ■ -I 1 ^1  ^^ 


For-sak -en,  dy  -  ing,  cru  -  ci  -  fied,      I  need  Thee,Lamb  of  God! 

So      hu-man  ail     Thy  lot  hath   been;    I  needThee,Lamb  of  God! 

To    die    for  man, it    Thee   be- hooved  :  I  need Thee,Lamb  of  God! 

Tri-umphaiit  now, with-in     the    skies,     I  need  Thee,  Lamb  of  God! 


-— -  a_J*__# #-  --# — ff-i-  O r  1 1 <^ r* V—. — P • a — r-^~ ^ 


^     ^^    ■> 


Chorus. 


:j=t^=^: 


N^ 


riFSE^ 


33 


-,^' — 


I       need  Thee,Lainb  of       God 


I      need  Thy  pre  -  cious  blood; 


#-- — » # p — ,-<?--i r^ F-5 — I 1 , — , — ^5^-*- — , 


m^:^m^^^^^m^ 


I 

For-sak  -  en,  dy  -  ing,  cru  -  ci  -    fied,      I    need  Thee,Lamb  of    God  ! 


\ 
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No.So.    I  AM  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 

Theodore.  E.  Perkins. 


Solo. 


%^m 


s 


fe 


:ti 


1.  I      am      far    from  the    land  of    my 

2.  I     am     lone-  ly,    and    had     I     but 

3.  The       winds  are      a  -  sleep  in     the 


birth, 
wings, 
caves. 


moth-er,       I     am 
moth-er,        I  would 
moth-er,        Our 


fi 


^- 


-■r^^- 


;53ff=z:S=fej3: 


far  from  my     dwelling  and      thee, 

flj'-    like    a      bird-ling    to        thee 

star  look-ing    down,  I     can       see  .. 


But     I      know  thou    art 
Yet    it's  sweet    to        re- 
It  smiles   on      me 


■  kneeling  and  praying    to  God,  And  I  feel  thou  art  praying    for  me. 

I  -  member  thy  teachings  of  love.  And  I  feel  thou  art  praying    for  me. 

I  now  with  its  calm  mellow  light,  Ah,     yes,  thou  art  praying    for  me. 


§!?. 


/$»— 


PJiJI 


Quartette, 


-N-4- 


There's  an  ech  -  o  steals  o  -  ver  my  heart,  mother,  And  floats  on  the 
For  the  pray'rof  the  faith-ful  is  heard,  mother.  And  Je  -  sus  my 
And  my    life  will    be 'spared,  I      am     sure,     mother,     Our  Lord  will   re- 


^-9 — ^^-=;=f'      !■     — FT    I     -i — F-^-+-*— »-^— f 


-#— . 
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AM  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND,    Concluded. 


s 


^zix: 


j  deep  roll  -  ing       sea, 

I  guar-  dian    will       be, 

i  -  store   me      to        thee, 


"Tis  the  pray'r  thou  art  breath-ing  to- 
He  will  ans  -  wer  the  wish  of  my 
And    we'll  thank  Him    to  -  geth  -  er       at 


i^^=^^g 


1 — r 


i^m 


1 — r— T 


1-5-rb — r-\ 

N 1 

K            V 

1 4-r-H, H \- 

r— )— 

1 

\jL.\it       : 

J      A         i ' 

MM                                M               * 

/TS        1 

fm*^        in  • 

m         S    •       -i^-       - 

^ 

^    1 

"y     ^  • 

5       2 

4                       1                        -J 

! 

_Z    \ 

night, 
soul, 
home, 

motlier, 
mother, 
mother, 

m       m   * 

**        •        #        #        ^        #        ^         cy* c^ 

'Tis   the    prayrtliou  art     breath-ing      for        me. 
The        pray'r  thou  art     breath-ing      for        me. 
I              know  thou  art     pray  -  ing      for        me. 

•     *       *        1        !        1        1        1         1^ — -1 

r^*  1-.    1       !    '       ! 

«         W         W 

m          m          m 

T'l  P    f?  • 

•        P   • 

#     « 

1            ,            t 

^  w    -  ^ 

; 

1           i 

_  L       _   L     _ 

^  .           ^       1 

-V H 

-^ — >— 

:            1            1            1           1 

Chorus. 


f 


I    know  thou    art    pray  -  ing,    for 


me. 


=1: 


9^-^j 


zi=t: 


I    know  thou  art 


for     me. 


;^^=^i 


-^- 


^=i^i 


For    I      know  thou    art     pray  -  ing      to- 


^T~»     »     f   t^F=*- 


:^=:: 


-y— -5^— 


:=f=:f=i?=Eirz=:l=: 


IT— #: 


for     me 


-  night,  mother    dear,  And  I    know  thou  art    pray-ing   for 


gug^ 


me. 


45? 


gP 
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for    me. 


No.  87.    I  AM  WAITING  BY  THE  RIVER. 


Wm.  O.  Gushing. 


Dr.  Teos.  Hasttngs. 


#i=! 


T^— 


1.  I     amwait-ing    by    the    riv  -    er,     And  my    heart  has  wait- ed    long; 


— "-I — trV — r— I — r^r- 


p 


^^ 


T=i 


Trm^^s^ 


lsi!5q--K 


trr=^ 


J    I    I 


^-4    ;    ^eS^3 


Now    I      think    I    liear  the      cho  -  rus     Of    the    an  -  gel's  wel-come  song, 

•0-       ^         -¥9-  -0-     -^9-.  I         I 


^ — m-i—m- 


:^=^ 


t=l: 


la: 


1 


N    I 


l-^t^ 


:^*:^ 


P^z^-ii^ 


Oh,     I 

I         I 


see      the  dawn  is        breaking    On    the    hill-  tops   of    the    blest, 


gv=»=*-P=?  1=?=:* 


413=1:: 


itiTi? 


t=t:: 


is: 


piiH^iij 


,— j- 


§^ 


Wherethe  wick  -  ed    cease  from  troubling.  And  the  wea  -  ry    are    at      rest." 


2  Far  away  beyond  the  shadows 
Of  this  weary  vale  of  tears, 
There  the  tide  of  bliss  is  sweeping 

Through  the  bright  and  changeless 
0!  I  long  to  be  with  Jesus,         [years; 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
"Where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou- 
bling, 
And  the  wearv  are  at  rest." 


They  are  launching  on  the  river, 

From  the  calm  and  quiet  shore, 
And  they  soon  will  bear  my  spirit 

Where  the  weary  sigh  no  more: 
For  the  tide  is  swiftly  flowing, 

And  I  long  to  greet  the  blest, 
"  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou- 
bling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest." 


(86) 


No.  89. 


LABAN.    S.  M. 


Geo.  Heath,  1781. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason,  1830. 


1.  My         soul,     be       on      thy   guard,  Ten    thousand  foes    a  -     rise; 

2.  O  watcli,  and    fi-j;ht,  aud    prav  ;    The      bat  -  tie  ne'er  give    o'er; 


-^— 1 «» 


^^^3e2_=I 


.(2^.£._ 


^^i^iiill 


t 

The     hosts  of    sin    are  pressing    hard,     To  draw  thee  from  the    skies. 

Re  -    new    it    bold-  ly  ev  -  'ry      dav.  And  lielp    di  -  vine  ini-plore. 

♦  5:  ^ 


m^ 


ARLINGTON 


Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  Thee  ; 

No  other  help  I  know  : 
If  Thou  withdraw  Thyself  from  me, 

Ah,  whither  shall  I  go? 

What  did  Thine  only  Son  endure 

IJefore  I  drew  my  breath  ! 
What  pain,  wiiat  labor,  to  secure 

My  soul  from  endless  death  ! 

Author  of  faith,  to  Thee  I  lift 

My  weary,  longing  eyes  ; 
Oh,  may  I  now  receive  that  gift; 

My  soul,  without  it,  dies. 

REV.  C.   WESLEY. 


HORTON.  7s. 


I — 0-)-^ — j-F—- 1 


1  Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now , 
At  Tliy  feet  we  humbly  bow  ; 
Oh,  do  not  our  suit  disdain  ; 
Shall  we  seek  Thee,  Lord,  in  vain 

2  In  Thine  own  appointed  way 
Now  we  seek  Thee ;  here  we  stay 


Lord,  from  hence  we  would  not  go, 
Till  a  blessing  Thou  bestoAv. 

3  Comfort  those  who  weep  and  mourn; 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return  ; 

Those  that  are  cast  down,  lift  up  ; 
Make  them  strong  in  faith  and  hope. 

4  Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Thee  a  God  supremely  kind  : 
Heal  the  sick  ;  the  captive  free  ; 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  Thee. 

REV.  W3I.  UAMMOND. 


92, 


CHRISTMAS.  C.  M. 


m^i 


1  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on  ; 
A  heaveidy  race  demands  thy  zeal. 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around. 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey  : 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod. 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

Th.at  calls  thee  from  on  high  : 
'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  uplifted  eye. 

REV.  PHILIP  DODDRIDGE. 


(S7) 


No.  93.   LO,  THE  HARVEST  IS  WHITE. 


J.  E.  Rankin,  D.D. 

o  -i  ;f 


;"?-* 


Rev.  S.  MoKKisoK. 


^=i: 


^^0 — 1-:-\ 


1.  Reap-ers  !   O     reap  -  ers  !  the  bar  -  vest    is    white,  And  wait-ins:   the 

2.  Reap  -  ers  !    O     reap-  ers  !  the  bar  -  vest  still  waits!  And  soon  will  the 

3.  Reap  -  ers  !    O    reap  -  ers !  then  en  -  ter    the    field !  And  save  for   the 


E3HeE5EEE 


#— V— # 0 ^m^^0 J — 0- 

^  sick  -  le 


-ft- 


to  -  day : 
win  -  ter  be  -  gin; 
Mas  -  ter    His       grain: 


The     sha  -  dows   are      fall  -  ing,  and 

The     Hus  -  band-man  asks,  what  the 

For      i    -    die  -  ness  sure  -  Iv  to 

N       'N  ^ 


-~'^ 


^^^^m^ 


m 


soon  comes  the  night,  Bear  the  sheaves  to  the  gar  -  ner  a  -  way. 
work  so  be-  lates:  0  then,  come,  and  the  sheaves  gather  in. 
you     can    but    yield     A    sad     bar  -  vest    of    sor  -  row  and    iiain. 

0-'-0 


-t? 


Chorus, 

l»^ 

-"f?»t 

V  <>^  ^                 (^  "  ^      N    ^    ' 

yc^  > ^         « « , »-r—^—9 5  T 

:J S~'  -J— J- 

J                         0       0         0       0.00                                      '^>U 

Reap  -  ers,  reap  -  ers,  great  vour  re- ward,  When  life's   la  -  bors  are 

^       h           ^    ^/m.    ^    ^-   :t     t:    t:    t:    ± 

done : 

ck-it  5  •     *    f     •->*-.:.     M    »    M    M 

—  ^;cr= — 

^  '  #fj5 ^ 1 ^ y ^ ^ ^_!_  -# ^ ^ ^ «_ 

>-4 


# — # — 0-',-^0-'.-  0—0 — 5- : 


At  the    last  day,  day    of    the  Lord,  Shin-nig  for   aye    as  the    sun. 
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Xo.  94.  WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING. 


ic       N 

1 

Dr.  L.  Mason. 

'-kw^- 

«-.  *— f — 

i- 

-^ g- 

-n — ^   -:;         ^      ^.-^1 

1.  Work, 

2.  Work, 

3.  Work, 

1 

for   the  night 
for   the  night 
for   the  night 

is 

is 

is 

1 

1 

com  -  ing, 
com  -  ing, 
com  -  ing, 

1          1 

•    ^^  1 

Work  thro'  themorn-ing  hours. 

Work  thro'  the  sun  -  ny    noon  ; 

M\\  -  der   the  sun  -  set    skies; 
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Work  while  the  dew     is 
Fill  brightest  hours  with 
While  their  bright  tints  are 
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spark 

la    - 

glow 
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■  ling, Work  'mid  spring-ing      flow'rs; 
bor.    Rest  comes  sure    and       soon  : 
ing,  Work,  the     day  -  light      flies: 
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Work  when  the  day  grows  bright  -  er.  Work  in  theglow-ing  sun; 
Give  ev-'ryfly  -  ing  min  -  ute  Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work     till   the  last  beam      fad    -    eth,    Fad-eth    to  shine  no      more; 
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Work,  for  the  night  is 
Work,  for  the  nigJit  is 
Work  while  the  night  is 
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com  - 
com  - 
dark  - 


ing.  When  man's  work  is  done. 
ing,  When  man  works  no  more, 
'ning.  When  man's  work    is        o'er. 
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9o.      NOT  HALF  HAS  EVER  BEEN  TOLD. 

"  And  the  building  of  the  -wall  of  it  was  jasper;  and  the  city  was  pure  gold, 
like  unto  clear  glass." — Eev.  21  :  18. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Atchison. 


O.  F.  PfiESBREY.     Arr.  J.  W.  BiSCHOFF. 
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I  have  read     of      a  beau  -  ti  -  ful   cit  -    y,      Far    a  -  way    in    the 
I  have  read     of  bright  mansions  iii  Heav-eu,  Which  the  Sav-iour   has 
I  have  read     of  white  robes  for   the  riglit-eous,  Of  bright  crowns  which  the 
I  have  read     of      a  Christ  so  for  -  giv  -  ing,  That  vile  sin-ners  may 
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Iving-doni  of     God;    I    have  read  how  its  walls  are    of    jas  -  per,  How  its 
gone   to    pre -pare -.Where  the  saints  who  on  earth  have  been  faithful,  Rest  for- 
glo  -  ri  -  lied  wear,  When  our    Fa-ther  shall  bid  them  •'Come  en-  ter,  And  my 
y  ask  and    re  -  ceive  Peace  and  par-don  from  ev  -  'ry  transgres-siou,  If  when 
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Streets  are    all  gold -en  and    broad.    In    the  midst    of     the  street  is    life's 

ev  -  er  with  Christ  o -^  ver    there;  There  no    sin      ev  -  er    en-ters,  nor 

glo  -  ry     e  -  ter-nal-ly    share;"How  theright-eous  are    ev  -  er  more 

ask  -  ing  tliey  on  -  ly     be  -  lieve.       I  have  read  how  He'll  guide  and  pro- 
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By  pfrmission. 
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No.  99.     SOUND  THE  BATTLE  CRY. 


W.  F.  S.  1869. 

Vigorously,  in  mardi  time. 


Wm.  F.  Shebwin. 


1.  Sound  the     bat -tie   cry,  See!  the    foe      is  niizh;  Raise  the  standard  high 

2.  Strong;  to   meet  tlie  foe,  Marching  on      we  go,  While  our  cause  we  know 

3.  Oh !    thou  God    of    all,  Hear  us  wlien   we  call,  Help  us    one   and  all. 
_^ m , ^—^fi — _^ ^_._#__« • iL 
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For  the  Lord;  Gird  your  ar  -  nior  on.  Stand  firm  ev  -  ery  one, 
Must  i)re-v:iil:  Shieldand  ban -nerbriirlit  Gleaming  in  the  light, 
By        Thy  grace;  "When  the     bat  -  tie's  done,  And    the    vie-  fry  won. 
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Cliorus,  ff 
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Rest  your  cause    up  -  on     His    ho    -  ly      word. 

Bat-lling    for    the  ri<z;ht.  We  ne'er    can      fail.      Rouse  then,  sol-diers! 

May     we    wear  the  crown  Be  -  fore     Thy    face.        ^-       >-  >-       -^ 
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ral  -  ly  round  the  ban-ner !  Ready,  steady,  pass  the  word  a  -  long;    On- ward, 
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for  ward,  shout  aloud  Ho-san-na!  Christ  is  C:ip-tain  of    the  miuhty  throni 
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By  permittion. 
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No.  100.     THE  CLEANSING  WAVE. 


Mrs.  PiicEBE  Palmer. 


Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp. 


-21:11:: 
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1.  Oh.  now    I     see     the    crimson  wave,    The  fountain  deep  and    wide; 

2.  I     rise    to  walk    in  heaven's  own  light  A-bove  the  world  and    sin, 

3.  A  -  mazing  grace! 'tis  heaven  be-low      To    feel  the  blood  ap- plied; 
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Je  -  sus,  my  Lord,  might-}'  to  save.  Points  to  His  wounded  side, 
"With  heart  made  pure,  and  garments  white,  And  Christ  enthroned  with  -  in. 
And      Je  -  sus,    on  -    ly       Je  -  sus  know,  My      Je  -  sus   cru    -  ci  -  fied. 
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Chorus, 
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The  cleansing  stream  I    seel    I    see!    I  plunge,  and  oh,    it   cleansetli   mc, 
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Oh, praise  the  Lord,  it  cleanseth  me  !    It   cleanseth  me,  yes,  cleanseth  me. 
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By  permission. 


No.  101.       WONDERFUL  GRACE. 


Rev.  W.  H.  BUKKELL. 


By  grace  ye  are  saved."— Eph.  2  :  5. 


Rev.  I.  Ba;.tzell. 


1.  'Tis  arace!  'tis  grace!  'lis  wonder  -  fui  grace  !  Tliis  great  sal-va  -  tiuii  brings; 

2.  'Tis  grace!  'tis  grace! 'lis  wonder -ful  grace!  Which  savestlie  soul  from  sin; 
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The  soul,     de-liv-  ered    of     its  load      In  sweet -est  rap-ture    sings. 
The  power   of     ris  -  ing      e    -  vii  shiys,  And  reigns  supreme  with  -  in. 
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Chorus 
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'Tis      grace ! 'Ti 
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2;race ! . .  . 


Won-dcr  -  ful,  won-der  -  ful 
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'Tis      ■won-der-ful  grace  !  'Tis     wonder  -  ful  grace 
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'Tis     arace ! 
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'Tis  grace  I .  .  . 
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won  -  der  -  ful   grace  !  'Tis       won  -  der  -   ful    trace  !  'Tis   won   -   der    -   lul      grace  ! 
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Flowing  still  freely  for  me 
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3. 
'Tis  grace !  'tis  grace !  'tis  wonderful  grace  ! 
Its  streams  are  full  and  free : 


iTm  Are  flowing  now  for  all  the  race; 

They  even  flow  to  me. 
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No.  102.      SWEET  CANAAM  LAND. 


A  land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey." — Josh.  5 


E.  Rankin. 


1.  Heav'n  is        tome    no      for-eign  straud,  No    for-eign  strand  tx)  me ;      It 
2   Heav'n  is        tome   sweet  Canaan  land,  Sweet  Canaan  land    to    me!     Its 

3.  Witli  milk  and  ho  -  ney  flows  that  land,  Sweet  Canaan  land    to    me  !  Whh 

4.  Come  with  me  to    this    Canaan  land,  Sweet  Canaan  land    to  thee!  Whv 


^    • 


is  my  heart's  sweet  Canaan  land,  It  is  my  home  to 
mansions  fair  I  see  them  stand,  I  see  them  stand  for 
ver  -  dure  fair  its  fields  expand:  Sweet  Canaan  land  to 
on       its  bor  -  ders     wait -ing  stand?  Thy  rest,    too,  it      may 


be; 
me; 
me! 

be: 


It 

For 

My 

Conio 
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is  the  rest  for  which  I  long:  It  is  the  theme  of  all  my  song, 
there  before  His  Father's  face,  Je  -  sus  for  me  prepares  a  place. 
wand'riniLS  and  my  sins  all  o'er:  My  soul's  sweet  rest  for  -  ev  -  er-more. 
with    me,  walk    its    fields    so  fair.    Come,  with  me  all    its      gio  -  ries  share. 


Itefrain, 
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Sweet  Canaan  land  !  Sweet  Canaan  land !  Thy  fields    of  green  I    see;   Sweet 
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SWEET  CANAAN  LAND.-Concluded. 


Canaau    land!  Sweet  Canaan  land!  Whnt    can    di  -  vide    from    thee? 


lOS, 


QUEBEC.     L.  M. 
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1  Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear! 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near; 

Oh,  may  no  eartli-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

2  When  soft  the  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how'sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast! 

3  Abide  with  me  from  niorn  till  eve, 
For  wilhout  Tliee  I  cannot  live; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  Come  near  to  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we 

take, 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 

WATTS. 


105.      COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE. 
lls&  10s. 


is: 


Blost  bo  the  tie  that  hinds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 

The  fellowsliip  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 

Our  iimtual  burdens  bear: 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizmg  tear. 

KEY.  JOHN  FAWCETT. 


1  Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  lan- 

guish, 
Come  to    the    mercy-seat,   fervently 

kneel ; 
Here  brinu'  your  wounded  hearts,  here 

tell  your  anguish,  [not  beak 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can- 

2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  strayins:, 

Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless'  and 
pure,  [ing, 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  say- 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can- 
not cure. 

3  Here  see  the  bread  of  life:  see  waters 

flowinii-  [from  above: 

Forth  from  the  throne  of  God  pure 
Come  to  the  feast  of  love;  come  ever 
knowing- 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can 
remove. 


SERENITY.     C.  M. 


1  The  twilight  falls,  the  night  is  near  ; 
I  fold  my  work  awav, 

And  kneel  to  One  who  bends  to  hear 
The  story  of  the  day. 

2  The  old,  old  story ;  vet  I  kneel 
To  tell  it  at  Thy  call  ; 

And  cares  grow  lighter  as  I  feel 
That  Jesus  knows  them  all. 

3  Thou  knowest  all ;  I  lean  my  head 
My  weary  eyelids  close  ;  ' 

Content  and  glad  awhile  to  tread 
This  path,  since  Jesus  knows. 
(99) 


No.  107.       PORTUGUESE  HYMN.  lis. 
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1  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  His  excellent  word  ! 
What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said — 
You,  who  unto  Jesus  for  refuge  have  fled? 

2  Fear  not ;  I  am  with  thee;  0,  be  not  dismayed: 
I.  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid; 

I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand, 
Upheld  by  my  rghteous  omnipotent  hand. 

3  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  r»verflow  : 

For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

4  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply  ; 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

5  E'en  down  to  old  age,  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 

And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

6  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  : 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I'll  never,  no,  never,  no.  never  forsake. 

REV.  JOHN  KIRKUAM. 


TRUST,  OH  TRUST  YOUR!  FATHER. 

jS  0»   -/.  C/O  •      "  Consider  the  lilies,  how  they  grow."— Matt.  6  :  28. 


J.  E.  Rankin,  D.D. 


SILCHEB. 
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1.  Lo,      the    li  -  lies,  how  they  grow,  'Neath  Spring  rains  de-scend-ing; 

2.  Take    no  tho't  what  ye    shall  eat,     Trou  -  ble        do    not    bor-row ; 

3.  Trust,  oh,  trust  your  Fa-ther's  care,     Liv  -  ing  Bread  He's  giv  -  en  ; 
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your    Fa  -  ther  clothes  them  so,    Their  sweet  gra  - 
who  gives    all    crea-tures  meat,  Will    pro  -  vide 
-  ment,  too,  both  white  and  fair.      He     pro  -  vides 
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Why,  then,  are  ye      full      of     care,  Since  His  love   is    eve  -  rv- where 


He 

He 


who  hears  the  ra  -  yen's  crv,     Sure  -  Iv    can  -not  vou 


cle  -  nv, 


will  there  His  work  com-plete,    For      the  life    is    more  than  meat, 


Trust,  oh, 
Trust,  oh, 
Trust,   oh. 


trust  your 
trust  your 
trust  3-our 


Fa  -  thcr.  Trust,  oh,  trust  your 
Fa  -  thcr.  Trust,  oh,  trust  your 
Fa    -      thcr,  Trust,  oh,  trust  vour 
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Fu  -  tlicr. 
Fa  -  thcr. 
Fa  -  ther. 
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JVb.  109.       GLOOMY,  STILL  GLOOMY. 


Charles  F.  Deems. 


{Storm  Hymn.) 
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1.  Gloom  -    y,      still  gloom  -  y,      the         rain  -  drops  are      fall  -    ing, 

2.  God         of      ere   -    a    -    tion,  when      storm-clouds  are      rag  -    ing, 
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Yoic     -     es      from      out  the    thick 

Thund'rings     and      light   -  nings    in 


dark  -  n ess     are      call  -    ing; 
bat    -    tie       en   -  gag  -    ing, 
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Light-nings  are    toss    -    ing  their  torch  -  es     on     higli,    And  gleam  o'er  the 
Shield  Thou  our  hearts     by     the  wings     of  Thy    love, While  gloom  mantles 
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bat    -    tie  -  ment    clouds     of       the     sky,  Wliile    the  crash 
round     us,      and      strife      raves      a  -   hovel  While  our  life's 
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GLOOMY,  STILL  GLOOMY.-Concluded. 
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thun  -  der  doth     sol    -    enin- ly      roll,      Ac -cents  that   deep-    en    the 
tern- pest  has      huslied    its     a  -  larms,  Gent-ly     our    spir  -    it     up- 
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awe  of    the       soul.    Fa  -  ther,  de  -   fend 
bear  in  Thine    arms.  Fa  -  ther,  de  -   fend 


US 
US 


Fa  -  ther,  for-give    us  I 
Fa-  ther,  for-give    us  I 
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ceive    us,  Thro'   Je  -  sus  Christ  our   Lord  I 
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No,  110,  EVENING   HYMX. 

1  Fading,  still  fading,  the  last  beam  is  shining. 
Father  in  heaven,  the  day  is  declining. 
Safety  and  innocence  fly  witli  the  light. 
Temptation  and  danger  walk  forth  with  the  night : 
From  the  fall  of  the  shade  till  the  morning  bells  chime. 
Shield  us  from  danger,  save  us  from  crime. 

Father,  have  mercy,  Father,  have  mercy. 
Father,  have  mercy  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

2  Father  in  heaven  !  O  hear  when  we  call : 
Hear  for  Christ's  sake,  who  is  Saviour  of  all ; 
Feeble  and  fainting  we  trust  in  Thy'might, 

In  doubting  and  darkness  Thy  love  be  our  light. 

Let  us  sleep  on  Thy  breast  while  the  night  taper  burns, 

Wake  in  Thy  arms  when  morning  returns. 

Father,  have  mercy,  Father,  have  mercy, 
Father,  have  mercy  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.     Amen. 


(103) 


JVb.  112. 

Josephine  Pollard. 
Tenderly. 

— ^ 


REFUGE. 


"  God  is  a  refuge  for  us. 


-Psalms,  62:  8 


J.  W.  BiSCHOPF. 
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1.  In      the    dark -est      liour  Thnt     my  heart  may    know, 

2.  Here  there  is       no       ref  -  U2:e  For     the  soul  op  -  pressed; 

3.  Poor  and    weak  and    wretched,  Full      of  fears  and     woe, 

4.  Bound  in    cords  of       an-guish,  By       my  sins  dis  -  mayed; 

5.  Joy    in      trib  -  u    -  la  -  tion !  Hope  that  sets  me      free ! 


Out  of 
Width  -  er 

To  be 
"Whith  -  er, 

Je    -    SU3, 


Sa  -  tan's    pow  -  er.      Width  -  er    shall 


'OY 


shall     I 


journey 


free  from  torment, 
then,  ah,  -whith-er, 
my      sal  -   va  -  tion, 


AVhith  -  er  seek 

Width  -  er  can 

Can        I  look 

Lo !        I  turn 


I 

for  rest? 

I  go? 

for  aid  ? 

to  Thee. 


A*  . 


To    Je    -  SU3 !    To      Je  -  sus !       On  -  ly    un 

,s  ^ .  ±    *.  ^ .  _      .    .   . 


fS  ores. 


T-^ ^ — ^ ' 


Je  -  sus,      The 

-■ — 0 — 
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Sav-iour    so    coni-pus-sion- ate,    The   sin-ners    on  -  ly     Friend,       The 

^  N  i^ ^  I 
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Saviour    so    com-  pas-sion-nte,     The    sin  -  ner's    on  -  ly 


Friend. 


By  permission. 


JVo.  113.    MAKE  ROOM  FOR  JESUS. 


'  There  was  no  room  for  tbem  at  the  inn."— Lukk  2  :  7. 


Rev.  Alexaxdeb  Clakk,  D.D. 


A 

L-:8:-^E 


—^- 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 


^=S^=^PiHgi=^»=^^S 


•  ^  •  • 

1.  Make  room  for  Je  -  sus  1  room !  sad  heart,  Be-guiled  aud  sick    of       sin; 

2.  Make  room  for  Je -sus  1  room  1  make roomi  Ilis  liand  is    at    tlie    door: 

3.  Make  room  for  Je- sus  I  soul    of  njiiie.    lie  waits    re-sponseto  -  day; 
3.  Make  room  for  Je-sus!by  -  and -by,  "Midst  saiut  and  ser  -  a-  pliim, 


I ' s — 1 s,    J ^ — ^--^—J- 

y-U# # « 0 P# 0 € ; 
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Bid    eve  -  ry    al   -   ieu  guest  de  -  part,  And  rise    and  let    Ilim  in. 

He  comes   to    l)an  -  isli  guilt  and  gloom,  And  bless  thee  Kiore  and  more. 

His  smile    is  peace,  His  grace  di  -  vine,  Oh,  turn   Him  not       a  -  way. 

He'll  wel-come    to    His  throne  on    high  The  soul  that  wel-comed  Him. 


"^ ^ — i ji— \ ^ — [ y — 0'-0-^ 


Cliorus. 
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Make  room,  sad  heart,  make  room, make  room,  Bid  al  -  ien  guests  de  -  part, 
'-: ^ — \ ?- 
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Oh,   let    the  Mas  -  ter  in,    sad  heart :  A  -  rise,  make  room,  make  room  ' 
^_m I 'J .-*!  '    f- « ^        A       ■».       ^-7 


Dj  permission. 
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No.  114:.       NOTHING  BUT  LEAVES! 


Mrs.  Lucy  E  Akerman. 


— i 


S  J.  Vail,  by  per. 


1.  Xotli-ing    but    leaves!  The  Spir- it    grieves  O'er  years    of    wast-  ed 

2.  Noth-ing    but    leaves !  No    gath-er'd  sheaves  Of   '  life's  fair  rip-  'ning 
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life; 
grain : 


O'er 
We 


sins 
sow 


in  -  dulged  while     con  -  science  slept,    O'er 
our    seeds ;     lo  !        tares    and  weeds — Words, 
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vows    and  prom  -  is   -    es         un  -  kept,     And    reap    from  years    of 
i     -    die    words,    for      earn  -  est    deeds,  Then    reap,  with    toil    and 


.3 


strife- 
I^ain, 


Nothing      but       leaves ! 
Nothing      but       leaves ! 


-^T,-^^^=»- 
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Nothing    but       leaves  I 
Nothing    but       leaves ! 


-^•-^ 


w^ 


Nothing  but  leaves  I  sad  mem'ry 
No  veil  to  hide  the  past :        [weaves 

And  as  we  trace  our  weary  way, 

And  count  each  lost  and  misspent 
We  sadly  find  at  last —  [day, 

Nothing  but  leaves !  nothing  but 
leaves ! 


Ah,  who  shall  thus  the  Master  meet, 
And  bring  but  withered  leaves? 

Ah,  who  shall  at  the  Saviour's  feet, 

Before  the  awful  judgment-seat. 
Lay  down  for  golden  sheaves. 

Nothing    but    leaves!     nothing    but 
leaves  1 


(i06) 


No.  115. 

Mrs.  s.  C.  Ellsworth. 
Solo. 


SAVE  THE  BOY! 


W.  W.  Bentlkt. 


e 
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1.  Oncehewas   solight  and  fair,  Glad  and  light  and  free,          Fill'd  my  soul  with 

2.  Once  he  was  so  brave  and  true,Shunii'd  the  tempter's  pow'r.Once  for  right  he 


j      'Twas  a  fleet-ing  joy,  Drank,and]o,thehandof  death  Grasp'd  my  darling  boy. 
I    Seem'd  withoutal-loy,       Fair  the  hand  that  captive  ledMy  poor  wand'ringboy. 


Lov  -  ing  hearts  are  plead  -  ing    now, 

I  S  ! 

v_. — d ^_ 


3  Once  he  was  my  only  hope, 
Source  of  joy  and  pride. 
Then  I  thought  that  love  might  clasp, 

Hold  him  to  my  side; 
But  to-day  my  boy  forsakes 

Home  with  all  its  joy, 
Far  in  sin  he's  wand'ring  now: 
Save,  oh,  save  my  boy ! — Cho. 

(107) 


Save,      0    save    the    boy 


i — —X 

4  Tell  him  though  he's  wandered  far 

Love  can  never  die, 
Lives  in  hope  of  his  return, 

Looks  with  patient  eye; 
Loving  hearts  have  pleaded  long, 

Pray'd  for  light  and  joy, 
Keeping  still  a  welcome  there 

For  the  wandering  boy. — Cho. 


No.  116.  ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS. 

Kev.  S.  B.  Gould. 

L.^  '         I         ,         . 


Joseph  Hatdn.    Ait. 


1.  Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  Marching  as  to     war,  With  the  Cross  of  Je-  sus 

2.  Like  a  mighty    ar-m  y  Moves  the  Church  of  God  ;  Brothers,  we  are  treading 
^  ^  4t-  -9-       ^'  ^       --  -a. 
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Go-ii)g  on  be-  fore,  Christ  tlie  Royal  Mas- ter      Leads  against  the  foe, 
Where  the  saints  have  trod ;  We  are  not  di-  vid-  ed,        All  one  bod-y      we ; 
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Chorus, 
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Forward  in-to       bat  -  tie,    Seehis banners    go.  |  On ward,  Christian  soldiers, 


One  in  hope  and  doc-trine.  One 
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Marching  as   to      war.  With  the  Cross  of  Je  -    sus 
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Go-ingon  be  -   fore. 
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3  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 

Kingdon^s  rise  and  wane. 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain  ; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise. 

And  that  cannot  fail. 


4  Onward,  then,  ye  people, 

Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours'your  voices 

In  the  triumph  song; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor, 

Uiito  Christ  the  King, 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing. 


(108) 
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ITALIAN  HYMN. 
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F.  GlARDlNI. 
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3o.  i5.S. 

1  Come,  Thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise  ; 
Father,  all-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  Days. 

2  Jesus,  our  Lord,  descend ; 
From  all  our  foes  defend. 

Nor  let  us  fall ; 
Let  Thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made, 
Our  souls  on  Thee  be  stayed; 

Lord,  liear  our  call. 

3  Come,  Thou  Incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword  ; 

Our  prayer  attend ; 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless  ; 
Come,  give  Thy  word  success 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend. 

4  Come,  Holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour; 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 

5  To  Thee,  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore; 
Thy  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see. 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 


3o.  139, 

1  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 

Let  heaven  and  earth  reply, 
"  Praise  ye  His  name  I  " 

Angels,  His  love  adore. 

Who  all  our  sorrows  bore ; 

Saints,  sing  for  ever  more, 
"Worthy  the  Lamb." 

2  Ye,  who  surround  the  throne, 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  His  name : 
Ye,  who  have  felt  His  blood 
Sealing  your  peace  with  God, 
Sound  through  the  earth  abroad, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !  " 

3  Join  all  the  ransomed  race, 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless : 

Praise  ye  His  name. 
In  Him  we  will  rejoice, 
Making  a  cheerful  noise. 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb !  " 

4  Soon  must  we  change  our  place. 
Yet  will  we  never  cease 

Praising  His  name : 
Still  will  we  tribute  bring ; 
Hail  Him  our  gracious  King; 
And  through  all  ages  sing, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !  " 

JVo.  14.0. 

1  Thee,  Lord  our  God  alone, 
The  high  and  holy  One, 

Our  hearts  adore ; 
Now  to  the  Father  raise. 
And  to  the  Son.  our  praise. 
And  to  the  Spirit's  grace, 
Hence,  evermore. 


(100) 
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No.  117.  THE  ROCK  THAT  IS  HIGHER. 


E.  Johnson. 
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Wm.  G.  Fischer,  by  per. 
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1.  Oh,  sometimes  the  shadows  are  deep,  And  rough  seemsthepathtothegoal, 

2.  Oh,  sometimes  how  long  seems  the  day.  And  sometimeshow  weary  my  feet; 

3.  Oh,  near  to  the  Rock  let  me    keep,     If   blessings,  or  sorrows  prevail ; 

I  N 
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And  sorrows  sometimes  how  they  sweep,  Like  tempests  down  over  the  sonl. 
But  toil-ing  in  life's  dusty  way,  The  Rock's  blessed  shadow  how  sweet. 
Or    climbing  the  mountain  wav  steep.  Or   walking  the  shad-ow-v    vale. 
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Chorus, 
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Oh,     then 
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to      the    Rock      let      me      flv,    (  let    me    flv,)    To    the 
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Rock  that 

I      ^ 
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is     high  -  er    than     I : 
^  is      high  -  er   than     T: 
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Oh,     then      to  the 
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er  than      I. 


I  Rock  let  me      flv,  (let  me  flv,)  To  the  Rock  that  is  high-er  than      I. 

_ 0 0 0^r—0 0  —  0—0 0.-^^-^, m—0—0 , ^_^_^_. 
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Xo.  118.  THE  WATERS  ARE  TROUBLED. 


The  angel  troubled  the  water." — John  5  :  4. 


J.  E.  Rankin,  D  D. 


Rev.  S.  Morrison. 


1.  The    wa-ters    are  troubled,     The  an -gel     is      here;   The  fountain     of 

2.  The    wa-ter3    are  troubled,     No  long-er     de  -   lay;   The  fountain     of 


_^, ^S_J _S_  _N_L 
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mercy      Flows  heal-ing      and    clear;      0  come      in   your  sorrow,     And 
mercy        Has  heal-ing       to  -  day ;  Then  why    will   you  linger  ?    Since 
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Slow. 


come  iu  your    sin;    Tlie    wa-ter3    are  troubled:    Step  in,     0     step    in. 
life  you   may  win;    The    wa-ter3     are  troubled:    Step  in,     0     step     in. 
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3  The  waters  are  troubled ! 

The  first  will  be  healed; 
The  fountain  of  mercy, 

Alas!  may  be  sealed: 
Another,  before  you, 

Salvation  may  win : 
The  waters  are  troubled ! 

Step  in,  O  step  in ! 


The  waters  are  troubled ! 

The  angel  still  waits; 
lie  pauses  in  peril 

"Who  halts  and  debates: 
Give  over  your  falt'ring— 

Your  struggles  within: 
The  waters  are  troubled  ! 

Ctep  in,  0  step  in  ! 


(Ill) 


JV^o.  119.      A  SINNER  FORGIVEN. 


English. 


He  said  unto  her,  thy  sins  are  lorgiven." — Luke  7  :  48. 


-- N-f 
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Arranged. 
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To  the  hall    of    the  feast  came  the    sin  -  ful  and  fair;  She  heard  in  the 
The   frown  and  the  nmrmnr  went  round  thro' them  all.    That  one    so  un  - 
She    heard  but  the  Sa-viour:  she  spoke  but  with  siiihs;  She  dare  not  look 

Inthe^rlanceofthe 


m^ 


In  the  sky,   af  -  ter  tem  -  pest,  as 
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shin-eth  the  bow.- 


r':;—  br- 


cit  -  y       that  Je  -  sus  was  there;    Un- heed- ins:  the    splen-dor  that 

hallowed  should  tread  in  that  hall;    And  some   said  the  poor  would  be 

up      to     the  heaven  of  His  eyes;  And  the  hot  tears  p;us!i'd  forth  at  each 

sunbeam,     as     melt-eth  the  snow,    He  looked  on   that  lost    one:  her 


ag=g3; 
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blazed  on  the  board.  She       si  -  lent  -  ly    knelt  at    the    feet    of    the 
ob  -  jects  more  meet.  As  the  wealth  of    her    per  -fume  she  showerd  on  His 
heave  of    her  breast.  As  her  lips      to  His    san  -dais  were  throbliinii;-  ly 
sinswero  foririvon,     And  the  sin  -  ner  went  forth   in     the    beau-tv     .of 
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Lord,      She  si  -  lent  -  ly  knelt    at   the        feet     of 

feet,        As  the  wealth    of  her  per  -  fume  she  shower'd  on 

pressed,  As  lier    lips      to  His  san-  dais  were    throbbing 

heaven,  And  the  sin  -  ner  went  forth     in    the       beau  -  ty^ 
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b 

the 


Lord. 

feet. 

pressed. 


His 
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of  heaven 
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Xo.  120. 


HOME,  SWEET  HOME. 

Sicilian  Air.    Sir  Henrt  R.  Bishop. 


John  Howard  Patne. 

Andante.  ^^ 

1.  '^I  id  pleasures  and  pal-  a-  ces     tho'  we  may  roam, Be    it      ev  -  er     so 

2.  An    ex-  lie  from  home  splendor  daz- zles  in   vain  ;  Oh,  give  me  my 
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hum-  ble,there's  no  place  like  home.   A     charm  from  the   skies  seems  to 
low  -   ly  thatch'dcot-tage    a  -   gain,  The      birds  sing-ing     gai  -   ly,   that 
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m0^      -^      •  I 


hal-low  us  there,"\Vhich,seek  thro'  the  world,  is  ne'er  met  with  elsewhere. 
come  at  my  call;  Give  me  these,witli  the  peace  of  mind, dearer    than  all. 
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Home,  home,sweet,sweet  home  !  There's  no    place  like  home,  There's  no     place  like  home. 
Home,  home,  etc. 


=H 
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3  How  sweet  'tis  to  sit  'neath  a  fond  father's  smile, 
And  the  cares  of  a  mother  to  soothe  and  beguile ; 
Let  others  delight  'mid  new  pleasures  to  roam. 
But  give  me,  oh  !  give  me  the  pleasures  of  home. 

Home  !  home  !  sweet,  sweet  home  ! 
But  give  me,  oh  I  give  me  the  pleasures  of  home. 

4  To  thee  I'll  return,  over-burdened  with  care. 
The  heart's  dearest  solace  will  smile  on  me  there; 
No  more  from  that  cottage  again  will  I  roam, 

Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home. 

Home!  home!  sweet,  sweet  home! 
There's  no  place  like  home ;  there's  no  place  like  liorae. 
(113) 


JVb.  121.       YET  THERE  IS  ROOM. 

Rev.  H.  BONAK.  "  Yet  there  is  room.''— Luke  14  :  22.  Ira  D.  SanKET. 

Slow,  with  expression. 
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1.    Yet       there        is     room !      The     Lamb's  briiiht  hall       of      sons:. 
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its         fair       ,iiio  -    ry,        beck  -    ons       thee       a    -    long; 
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Room,     room,      still      room !     Oh,      en   -    ter,      en   -    ter      now ! 


I 

2  Day  is  declining,  and  the  sun  is  low: 
The  shadows  lengthen,  light  makes  haste  to  go; 
Room,  room,  still  room  !  oh,  enter,  enter  now ! 

3  The  bridal  hall  is  filling  for  the  feast: 
Pass  in,  pass  in,  and  be  the  Bridegroom's  guest: 
Room,  room,  still  room  !  oh,  enter,  enter  now ! 

4  It  fills,  it  fills,  that  hall  of  jubilee! 
Make  haste,  make  haste;  tis  not  too  full  for  thee: 
Room,  room,  still  room  !  oh,  enter,  enter  now  ! 

5  Yet  there  is  room  !  Still  open  stands  the  gate, 
The  gate  of  love;  it  is  not  yet  too  late: 
Room,  room,  still  room  !  oh,  enter,  enter  now; 

6  Pass  in,  pass  in  !  That  banquet  is  for  thee; 
That  cup  of  everlasting  love  is  free : 
Room,  room,  still  room  !  oh,  enter,  enter  now ! 

7  All  heaven  is  there,  all  joy !  Go  in,  go  In; 
The  angels  beckon  thee  the  prize  to  win: 
Room, room,  still  room!  oh,  enter,  enter  now! 

8  Louder  and  sweeter  sounds  the  loving  call: 
Come  fingerer,  come;  enter  that  festal  hall: 
Room,  room,  still  room  !  oh,  enter,  enter  now! 

9  Ere  night  that  gate  may  close,  and  seal  thy  doom: 
Then  the  last,  low,  long  cry:—*'  No  room,  no  room  !" 
No  room,  no  room: — oh,  woful  cry,  "No  room !  " 

By  permistion.  (114) 


No.  122.    SCATTER  SEEDS  OF  KINDNESS. 

Mrs.  E.  H.  Gates.  S.  J.  Vail.  Cop.  1870. 


1.  Let     us  gath  -  er    np    the  sunbeams  Ly  -  ing  all       a  -  round  our    path  ; 

2.  Strange,  we  nev  -  er  prize  tlie    niu-sic     Till    the  sweet-voiced  bird  has  flown  ! 

3.  If      we  knew  the    ba  -  by     lin-gers,Press'da-gainst  the     win- dow  pane, 

4.  Ah !  those  lit  -  tie    ice-coid   fin-gers,  How  they  point  our   mem'ries    back 

^      m         m m-r^ --e -r f 
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Let      us  keep  the  wheat  and  ro- ses,    Cast-ing    out     the  thorns  and    chaflf; 

Strange,that  we  should  slight  the  violets,  Till  the   love  -  ly  flow'rs  are     gone! 

Would  be  cold  and  stiff    to  -  morrow — Nev-er    troub-  le       us        a   -   gain — 

To      the  has  -  ty  words  and  actions  Strewn  a-  long   our  back-  ward  track  ! 

^     .^M.jm..0Ljm..m..m-'jt--m--m-      -m-      -m-      ^.       -m. 
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Let    us  find  oursweet-est  com-fort    In    the  bless- ings    of       to  -  day, 
Strange,that  summer  skies  and  sunshine  Nev  -  er  seem  one    lialf     so       faiV, 
Would  the  bright  eyes  of  our  dar-ling  Catch  the  frown  up  -  on      our    brow! 
How  those  lit  -  tie  hands  re-mind  us.     As      in    snow-  y      grace  they     lie, 


With    a      pa-tient  hand  re-  moving     All   the    bri  -  ers     from    the  way. 

As  when  winter's  snow- y     pinions  Shake  the  white  down  in      the  air. 

Would  the  print  of     ro  -  sy     fin-gers  Vex    us  then   as      they    do  now? 

Not     to    scat-ter  thorns — butro-ses — For  our  reap-in g     by      and  by. 


liEESE 


U^-^-f- 


gfe 


Chorus, 


Then  scat-ter    seeds    of  kindness.   Then  scat  -  ter    seeds      of    kindness, 


Then    scat-  ter     seeds    of    kindness,   For    our    reap-ing     by     and    by. 
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SIGHT  OF  THE  CRYSTAL  SEA. 


No.  123. 

J.  E.  Rankin,  D.D. 

Rather  slow. 


Son,  remember."— Luke  15  :  25. 


J.  "W.  BiSCHOFF. 


]..  I     sat     a  -  lone  with  life's  mem -0  -  ries    In  sight  of  the  cry s-tal  sea; 
2.  I  thought  me  then  of  my  childhood  days,  The  prayer  at  my  mother's  knee  : 


rrit-^ 
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And  I   saw  the  thrones  of  the  stiir-crownM  ones,  With  never  a  crown  for  me. 
Of  the  counsels  grave  that  my  father  gave— The  wrath  I  was  warned  to  flee ; 


^iftfc* 


,_^_^^_^,„ 


u^    u    U' 


And  then  the  voice  of  the  Judge  said, '  -Conie,"  Of  the  Judge  on  the  great  white  throm 
I  said,  "Is     it  then  to  late,  too  late  ?  Shut  without,  must  I  stand  for    aye? 

5-rll—^'——'-*-t;S=:—*--Jt'-t  *—-—*■-*— r 
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And    I    saw  thestar-crownedtaketheirseats,But  none  could  I  call  my  own. 
And  the  Judge,  will  Hesay,  "Iknowyounot,"How-e'erImayknockandpra 
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IN  SIGHT  OF  THE  CRYSTAL  SEA -Concluded. 


3. 

I  thonsfht,  I  thought  of  the  days  of  God 

I'd  wasted  in  fully  and  sin—    [knock'd, 
Of  the  limes  I'd  mock'd  when  the  Saviour 

And  I  would  not  let  Him  iu. 
I  thought,  I  thought  of  the  vows  I'd  made 

When  I  lay  at  death's  dark  door — 
' '  Would  He  spare  my  life,  I'd  give  up  the 
strife, 

And  serve  Him  forever  more." 


I  heard  a  voice,  like  the  voice  of  God — 

♦'Remember,  remember,  my  son  I 
Remember  tliy  ways  in  the  former  days, 

The  crowns  that  thou  might'st  have 

won  1"  [on, 

I  thought,  I  thought  and  my  thoughts  ran 

Like  the  tide  of  a  sunless  sea— 
♦♦  Am  I  living  or  dead?  "  to  myself  I  said, 

'•An  end  is  there  ne'er  to  be  ? " 


5. 

It  seemed  as  though  I  woke  from  a  dream, 

How  sweet  was  the  light  of  day  ! 
Melodious  sounded  the  Sabbath  bells 

From  towers  that  were  far  away. 
I  then  became  as  a  liitle  child, 

And  I  wept,  and  wept  afresh; 
For  the  Lord  had  taken  my  heart  of  stone, 

And  given  a  heart  of  flesh. 

6. 

I  Still  oft  I  sit  with  life's  memories, 

!     And  think  of  the  crystal  sea;        [ones; 

'  And  I  see  tiie  thrones  of  the  star-crowned 

!     I  know  there's  a  crown  for  me. 

'  And  when  the  voice  of  the  Judge  snvs 

I  "Come," 

Of  the  Judge  on  the  great  white  throne 
I  know  mid  the  thrones"  of  the  star-crown- 
ed ones 

There's  one  I  shall  call  my  own. 


JVo.  124. 


COME  TO  JESUS. 


1  Come  to  Jesus,  come  to  Jesus, 

Come  to  Jesus  just  now. 
Just  now  come  to  Jesus, 
Come  to  Jesus  just  now; 

2  He  will  save  you,  etc. 

3  He  is  able,  etc. 

4  He  is  willing,  etc. 


5  He  is  waiting,  etc. 

6  He  will  hear  you,  etc 

7  He  will  cleanse  you,  etc 

8  He'll  renew  you,  etc. 

9  He'll  forgive  you,  etc. 

10  If  j'ou  trust  Him,  etc 

11  He  will  save  you,  etc. 


JS^o.  12o, 


LOVE  TO  STEAL  AWHILE  AWAY. 


I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 

And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear, 
And  all  His  promises  to  plead 

Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 


3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 

And  future  good  implore, 
And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  Hini'whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 

Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven  ; 
The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew 
While  here  by  teniptests  driveii. 

MRS.  PHEBK  11.  BROW>- 


Ifo.  126. 


SWEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER, 


1  Sweet  honr  of   prayer!    sweet  hour 
pmver ! 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care. 
And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wiphes  known; 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  irrief 
My  soul  lias  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


of  I  2  Sweet  hour  of   prayer !    sweet  hour  of 
I  prayer ! 

I      Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
I      ToHim  whose  truth  and  faiti. fulness 
I       Entrajie  the  waiting  soul  to  l)le,<s  ; 
And  eince  He  bids  me  seek  His  face. 
Believe  His  word  and  trust  His  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  liim  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  thee. 'sweet  hour  of  praver. 
(117) 


No.  127.  WHERE  DO  YOU  JOURNEY? 


Mrs.  Mary  A.  Kidder. 
Solo. 


S.  J.  Vail. 


1.  Oh:  where  ao  yon  journey,my  brother.    Oh!  where  do  you  journey,  I     pray? 

2.  Oh!  what  isyour  mission, my  brother,   Oh!  what  is  your  mission  be  -  low  ? 

3.  Oh!  yes  you  will  meet  us,  my  brother,   God  keep  us  from  weakness  and  sin ; 


-  w , — — 9 — * — m — ' — ^~ ' 


And  where  do  you  journey,  my    sis-ter?    For  stormy  and  dark  is  the    way; 
And  what  is  your  mission,  my    sis-ter,    As   jour-neying  onward  we     go'< 
And  bear-ing  the  cross,we,my    sis-ter,     The  crown  will  endeavor   to     win; 


Duet. 

\ 1 — ^> — 


We're  journeying  onward  to  Ca-naan,  Thro' suff 'ring  and  tri-al  and  care; 
Our  mis-sion  is  prac-ticing  mer-C}'.  Swee^chur- i  -  t.v, patience, and  love, 
We'll  walk  thro'  the  vale  and  the  shadow,  Thro'  sufl"*ring,  and  tri-  al,  and    care ; 


N-r-^ — »^— S— ,^— >,_-^ 


And  when  we  get  safe  -  ly  to  glo-ry,  Oh!  sa}'. shall  we  meet  5'ou  all  there? 
And  foU'wing  the  footsteps  of  Je-sus  Thnt  lead  to  the  mansions  a  -  bove. 
And  when  you  get  safe  -  ly   to    glo-ry,  You'll  meet,3'es,you'll  meet  us  all  there. 


Chorus, 


Oh  1  sav. shall  we  meet  vou    all     there?  Oh  !  sav,shail  we  meet  vouaJl    there? 


And  when  we  2:et  safe-  Iv  to    glo  -  ry,    Oh  !  say  shall  we  meet  vou  all  there  ? 


B^  permitfion. 
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No.  128.    ARISE,  MY  SOUL,  ARISE. 

Rev.  Charlss  Wesley 


J.  Edson. 


r-prd 
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rise      my    soul,      a  -    rise,     Shake    off      thy     guil    -  ty     fears. 


The      bleed-  ing    sac  -     ri 

I  '  I 
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be  -  half     ap  -  pears  ; 
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Be  -  fore     the  throne  my   Sure  -  ty    stands,  My    name    is     writ  -  ten 
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on      His  hands.  My  name' 


ten 


His 


^ 


I 


2  He  ever  lives  above. 

For  me  to  intercede, 
His  all  redeeming  love, 
His  precious  blood  to  plead  ; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

3  Five  bleeding  wounds  He  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary ; 
They  pour  effectual  prayers, 

They  strongly  plead  f(^r  me  : 
Forgive  him,  oli,  forgive,  they  cry, 
Kor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  di6. 


4  The  Father  hears  liim  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One : 

He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Son  : 

His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 

And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

5  My  God  is  reconciled  ; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear  ; 
He  owns  me  for  His  child  ; 

I  can  no  longer  fear  ; 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry. 
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No.  129. 


COMING  BY  AND  BY. 


R.  L. 


"  It  shall  come  to  pass  in  the  last  days.'"— Isa.  il:  2. 
A A—„ — N-, — N- 


R.  LOWRT. 


1.  A    bet  -  ter  day     is    corn-  ing,     A    morning  promised  long,  When  gird-ed 

2.  The  boast  of  hauglity     er  -  ror    No  more  will  till     the    air;    But   age   and 

3.  0     for    that  ho  -  ly  dawn-ing,  We  watch, and  wait,and  pray,  Till   o'er  the 


right  with  ho  -  ly  might  Will   o-ver-throw  the  wrong;  When  God  the  Lord  will 
youth  will  love  the  truth,  And  spread  it     ev  -  'ry-where.  No  more  from  want  and 
height  the  morning  light  Shall  drive  the  gloom  a-  wav;  And  when  the  heav'n-ly 
,   -f- -g-  ,  I*- — m ^   ,.   ^   ,-m — m — m ^  ,  --^  . ,  "^  ,  < c g  •  -g-' 
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list  -  en  To  ev  -  'ry  plaintive  sigh, And  stretch  His  hands  o'er  ev-'ry  land 
sor-  row,  Will  come  the  hopeless  cry;  And  strife  will  cease.and  perfect  peace 
glo  -  rv     Shall  flood  the  earth  and  skV,  We'll  bless  the  Lord  for    all  His  word, 


Si 


Refrain, 


Withjus-tice    by 

V/ill  flourish     by 

And  praise  Him  by 


and  by 
and  by 
and  bv 
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Com-ing    by   and    by,     cominj 


by    and  by, 
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The  bet  -  ter   day    is   coming.The  morning  drawcth  nigh;  Coming  by  and  bv, 
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coming  by  and  by  I  The  welcome  dawn  will  hasten  on,  'Tis  coming  by  and  by. 
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No.  130.       WHITER.  THAN  SNOW. 


James  Nicholson. 


\Vm.  G.  Fischer,  by  per. 
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1.  Dear  Je  -  sus,    I    long     to  be    per-  feet  -  ly  whole,    I   want  Thee  for 

2.  Dear  Je  -  sus,come  down  from  Thy  throne  m  the  skies,  And  help  me  to 
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ev  -    er      to    live      in      my  soul ;  Break  down  ev  -  'ry      i  -  dol,  cast 
make    a     complete    sac-   ri  -  fice ;      I     give     np     my -self,and  what- 
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out      ev-'ry    foe ;     Now  wash  me,and 
ev   -    er    1   know :  Now  wash  me.and 
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shall  be  whit  -  er  than  snow, 
shall  be  whit -er  than  snow. 
N 

a— 1-^- 


'^- 


Chorus, 
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er  than  snow,     yes,  whit-  er   than  snow ;  Now  wash    me,     and 
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I  shall  be  whit-  er  than  snow. 
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Dear  Jesus,  for  this  I   most  humbly 

entreat ; 
I  wait,  blessed  Lord,  sitting  low  at 

Thy  feet. 
By  faith,  for  my  cleansing,  I  see  the 

blood  flow — 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter 

than  snow. 
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SELECTED    HYMNS. 


131. 


BOYLSTON.   S.  M. 


tii^ 


1  Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 

Tlie  heart  of  every  saint. 

luvites  us  all  our  griefs  to  tell, 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  His  gracious  ear — 

We  never  plead  in  vain  ; 
Then  let  us  wait  till  He  appear, 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Though  unbelief  suggest 

"  Why  should  we  longer  wait?  " 
He  bids  us  never  give  Him  rest, 
But  knock  at  mercy's  gate. 

4  Then  let  us  earnest  cry, 

And  never  faint  in  prayer  ; 
He  sees.  He  hears,  and  from  on  high 
Will  make  our  cause  His  care. 

JOHN    NEWTOS. 


2  Then  from  the  lofty  mountains 

The  sacred  shout  shall  fly  ; 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply  ; 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round ; 
All  "  Hallelujah"  swelling 

lu  one  eternal  sound. 

JAMES  EDMESTOy,  1822. 
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SICILY.    8s&7s. 


132.     DUKE  STREET.    L.  M. 

!?£ 

1  Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears, 

And  gird  the  gospel  armor  on  ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 

Where  Jesus,  thy  great  Captain  's  gone. 

2  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course. 

But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquished  foes ; 
Thy  Jesus  nailed  tliem  to  the  cross 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  He  rose. 

3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on. 

Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign. 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors  wait. 

4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown, 

And  triumph  in  immortal  grace  ; 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 

IS.\AC    WATTS. 


1  Lord  dismiss  us  with  thy  blej^siug. 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 
Let  us  each.  Thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace. 

Oh.  refresh  us,  oh.  refresh  us, 
Trav'ling  through  this  wiiderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 
3Iay  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  aboiuid  ; 

May  Thy  presence,  may  Thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 
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WEBB.     7s  &  6s. 
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When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along. 
When  hill  and  valley  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song, 
Proclaim  the  contest  ended. 

And  Him  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  de.scended. 

In  righteousness  to  reign  1 


1  Stand  up  !  stand  up  for  Jesus  I 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross  ; 
Lift  high  His  royal  l)anner. 

It  must  not  suffer  loss  ; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  oe  shall  lead,' 
Till  every 'foe  is  vanquished. 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up  !  stjind  up  for  Jesus ! 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone  ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own  ; 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

3  Stand  up  I  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song. 
To  him  thatovercometh 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be  ; 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 

BALERMA.     C.  M. 

To  Father.  Son,  and  Holv  Ghost, 
One  God.  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evennore. 
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136.             LENOX.  H.  M. 
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1  Blow  ye  tlie  trumpet,  blow 

Tbe  gladly  soleiiui  j^ouiid; 
Let  all  the  naiions  know, 

To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  couie  ; 
Keturu,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priet«t, 

Has  full  atonement  made  ; 
Ye  weary  spirits  rest ; 

Ye  mourning  souls  be  glad  ; 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 
RetuVu,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

3  E.\alt  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  sin-atoniug  Lamb  ; 
Kederaption  by  his  blood 

Through  alltiie  world  proclaim; 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  siuuers,  home. 

137.         LENOX.     H.  M. 

1  Ye  tribes  of  Adam,  join 

With  heaven,  and  earth,  and  seas,    - 
And  offer  notes  divine 

To  your  Creator's  praise  : 
Y'e  holy  throng  of  angels  bright, 
In  worlds  of  light,  begin  the  song. 

2  Thou  sun,  with  dazzling  rays, 

And  moon,  that  rul't^t  the  night. 
Shine  to  your  Maker's  praise, 

"With  stars  of  twinkling  light : 
His  power  declare,  ye  floods  on  high, 
And  clouds  that  fly*  in  empty  air. 

3  The  shining  worlds  above 

In  glorious  order  stand  ; 
Or  in  swift  courses  move 

B^-  His  supreme  command  : 
He  spake  the  word,  and  all  their  frame 
From  nothing  came,  to  praise  the  Lord. 

4  Ye  vapors,  hail,  and  snow. 

Praise  ye  th'  almighty  Lord  ; 
And  stormy  winds  that  blow 

To  execute  His  word  :  [roar, 

When    lightnings  shine,   or   thunders 
Let  earth  a<^ore  His  hand  divine. 


138. 


WILLY'OCGO: 


1  We're  trav'ling  home  to  heaven  above  ; 

Ij  :  VVili  you  go  ?  :  I| 
To  sing  the  Saviou/s  dviui:  love  ; 

II  :  Will  you  go?:  II 
Millions  have  reached  tliar  blest  abode, 
Annoinred  kings  and  jiriests  to  Go<l ; 
And  millions  more  are  on  the  road  ; 

II :  Will  you  go?:  II 

2  We're  goiniz  to  walk  the  plains  of  light ; 

II  :  Will  you  go  ?  :  || 

FiiT,  far  fioni  rur.^e  an<i  deaih  r.nd  night 

II :  Will  you  go  ? :  1| 


The  crown  of  life  we  then  shall  wear. 
Tile  conqueror's  palm  we  then  tball  bear, 
And  all  tiie  jovs  of  heaven  we'll  share ; 
II  :  Will  you  go  ?  :  || 

The  wav  to  heaven  is  straiglit  and  plain, 

'      II :  Will  you  go  ?  ;  II 
liepent,  believe,  be  born  agani  ; 

II :  Will  you  go  f:  II 
The  Saviour  cries  aloud  to  thee, 
"  Take  up  your  cross  and  follow  me, 
And  thou  shalt  mv  salvation  see  ;  "' 

II  :  Will  you  go  ?  :  II 


139. 


BOYLSTON.  S.  M. 


^ 


1  And  can  I  yet  dela^ 

My  little'all  to  gjve? 
To  tear  fiom  earili  my  soul  away 
For  Jesus  to  receive  ? 

2  Nay,  but  I  yield.  I  yield ; 

l"  cau  hol(l  out  no  more ; 
I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled, 
And  own  Thee  conqueror. 

3  Though  late.  I  all  forsake  ; 

My  friends,  my  all.  resign; 
Gracious  Kedeenier,  take,  O  take 
And  seal  me  ever  Thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  whole, 

Nor  hence  again  remove; 
Settle  and  tix  my  wav'ring  soul 
NNith  all  Thy  weight  of  love. 

EEV.  "CHAS.   WESLEY. 

140.  BOYLSTON.     S.  M. 

1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 

I  shall  be  well  supplied  ; 
Since  He  is  mine,  and  I  am  His, 
What  can  I  want  beside? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows  ; 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass. 
And  full  salvation  flows. 

3  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim  ;      [way, 
And  guides   me,  in    His   own   right 
For  His  most  holy  name. 

141,  1L\PPY  DAY.  L.  M. 

1  O  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God! 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice. 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 
Cao. — Happy  day,  happy  day. 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away  : 
He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  live  rejoicing  every  day  ; 
Happy  day,  happy  day. 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sine  away. 


(122,) 


SELECTED  HYMNS. 


2  Now  rest,  my  long- divided  heart ;  , 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest ; 
Kor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart,  ! 

Witb  Him  of  every  good  possessed.  Cho.  I 

3  High  heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow,   ' 

That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear. 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow,' 

And  blesb  in  death  a  bond  so  dear.  Ciio. 


142.    CROSS  AND  CROWN.  CM. 


4  Perhaps  He  will  admit  my  plea, 

Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 
But,  if  I  perish,  I  willpray^ 
And  perish  only  there. 

5  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go — 

I  am  resolved  to  try  ; 
For  if  I  stay  away  I' know 
I  fchall  foiever  die. 

REV.   EDMUXD  JONES. 


;?^ 


1  jlust  Jesus  be 


^- 


ir  the  cross  alone, 
And  all  the  world  go  free  ] 
Xo ;  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 

Who  once  went  sorrowiiiir  here; 
But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free ; 
And  then  go  home,  my  crown  to  wea: 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 


143, 


OLIVET.  6s  &,  4.S. 


1  My  faith  loots  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine  : 
Kow  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
O  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine. 

2  May  thv  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  Thou  hast  die(i  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be — 

A  livin'f  tire. 


14:4, 


BALERMA.   C.  M. 


Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  tiionsand  tiioughrs  revolve, 

Come. with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed, 
And  make  this  last  resolve  : 

I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 
Like  mountains  round  me  close; 

1  know  His  courts.  I'll  enter  in. 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  His  throne, 

And  there  my  guilt  confess. 
I'll  tell  Him  I'm  a  wretch  undone 

Without  His  sov'reign  grace- 


1  O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 

A  liulit  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  fiist  I  saw  tlie  Lord? 
Wliere  is  the  •uul  refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed! 

How  sweet  their  mem'rv  stul ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return. 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 
I  hate  the  sins  tiiat  made  Thee  mouru, 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 


8s&7s. 


1  Take  my  heart,  O  Father,  take  it ; 

Make  and  keep  it  all  Thine  OM»n  ; 
Let  Thy  Spirit  melt  and  break  it, 
This  proud  heart  of  sin  and  stone. 

2  Father,  make  it  pure  and  lowly. 

Fond  of  peace,  and  far  from  strife  ; 
Turning  from  the  paths  unholy 
Of  this  vain  and  sinful  life. 

3  Ever  let  Thy  grace  surround  it ; 

Strengthen  it  with  power  divine. 
Till  Thy  cords  of  love  have  bound  it 
Make  it  to  be  wholly  Thine. 


147, 


LEBANON.  S.  M.  D. 


1  I  was  a  wandering  sheep  ; 
I  did  not  love  the  fold ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice ; 
I  would  not  be  controlled. 
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I  was  a  wayward  cliild  ; 

I  <lid  not  love  my  home  : 
I  did  not  love  my  Fatber's  voice  ; 

1  loved  afar  to  roam. 
Q  The  Shepherd  souylit  his  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  his  child  ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill. 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 
They  found  me  ni.ij:li  to  death. 

Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone, 
Tiiey  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  lovi-. 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

3  Jesus  my  shepherd  is  ; 

"Twas  He  that  loved  my  son) ; 
'Twas  He  that  washed  nie  in  J  lis   blood 

'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole ; 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost. 

Tliat  found  the  wandering  sheep; 
'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 

'Tis  He  that  still  dotn  keep. 

DK.   U.    BOXAU. 


150, 


HORTON.  7s. 


1  Come,  saith  Jesus'  sacred  voice. 
Come  and  make  my  paths  your  ciioice  ; 
I  will  guide  yon  to  your  home  ; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come. 

2  Hither  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  for  every  bleeding  wound  ; 
Peace  which  ever  sliall  endure, 
liest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

MRS.   A.    L.   BAIJBAULD,  1825. 


151.       STATE  STEEET.  S.  M. 


'&E^3l 
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UXERIDGE.  L.  M. 


Lord  I  am  Thine,  entirely  Thine, 
Purciiased  and  saved  by  blood  divine  ; 
Witli  full  consent  Thine  would  1  be, 
And  own  thy  sov'reigu  right  to  me. 

1  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  children  of  Thy  grace  ; 
A  wjetched  sinner,  lost  fro'm'God, 
But  ransomed  by  Immanuel's  blood. 

4  Tliine  would  I  live.  Thine  would  I  die ; 
Be  thine  through  all  eternity: 
The  vow  is  passed  beyong  repeal, 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

KEY.    SAMUEL  DATIES. 


1  Mv  God,  my  life,  mv  love, 

To  Thee,  to  Thee' I  call  ; 
I  cannot  live  if  Thou  remove, 
For  Thou  art  all  iji  all. 

2  Thy  shining  grace  can  cheer 

This  dungeon  where  I  dwell ; 
'Tis  paradise  when  Thou  art  here 
If  Thou  depart,   tis  hell.  ■ 

3  The  smilings  of  Tliy  face. 

How  amiable  they  are  I 
'Tis  heaven  to  rest  in  Thine  embrace, 
And  nowhere  else  but  there. 

REV.   ISAAC   WATTS. 


152. 


WINDHAM.  L.  M. 


14:9,  STEPHEN: 


C.  M. 


1  O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; 
A  heart  that  always  feels  Thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me. 

2  A  heart  resign'd,  submis.sive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne  ; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  lo  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  O  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart. 

Believing,  true  and  clean  ; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  wiijjin. 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renew'd, 

And  full  of  love  divine  ; 
Perfect  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine. 

REV.    CHA8.   WESLEY. 


1  Show  pity.  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive; 
Let  a  repenting  lebel  live  ; 

Are  not  Thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  Thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  Thy  grace  : 
Great  God,  Thv'natiue  liath  no  bound — 
So  let  Thy  pard'ning  love  be  found. 

3  O  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies. 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess. 
Against  Thy  law,  against  Thy  grace  ; 
Lord,  should  Thy  judgments  grow  severe, 
1  am  condemned,  but  Thou  art  clear. 


OLD  HUNDRED.  L.  M. 

Praise  God,  fi-om  whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  Him  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenlv  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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All  for  Thee 57  j 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name 29  ]  ^!^1:^.''"''  L'""°  *^  ^'  perfectly  whole.  121 

All  to  Christ  I  owe 30  | 
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And  can  I  yet  delay 123 
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Are  you  Coming  Home  to-xight 80 

Arise,  my  Soul,  arise 119 

Arlington.     CM 87 

Art  thou  ready 42 

A  Sinner  Forgiven 112 
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Awake,  my  soul 
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boylston,  s.  m 77 

Bringing  in  the  Sheaves 7 

Brother,  hast  thou  wandered  far 19 

C. 

Christmas.     CM 87 

Close  TO  Thee 10 

Come  home,  come  home 73 

Come,  humble  sinner 124 

Come,  oh,  come  with  thy  broken  heart...     93 

Come,  saith  Jesus'  sacred  voice 125 

Come,  thou  Almighty  King ^.   109 

Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing 35 

Come  to  Jesus 117 

Come  with  thy  Broken  Heart 93 

Come,  ye  Disconsolate,     lis  and  10s...     99 
Coming  By  AND  By 120 


Dennis.    S.  M ..  99 

Depth  of  Mercy 13 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep  77 

Duke  Street.     S.  M 122 

E. 

Evening  Hymn 103 

Even  Me 24 

F. 

Fading,  still  fading,  the  last  beam,  etc..  103 

Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  Thee 87 

G. 

Gathering  Home 52 

Gather  the  Harvest  in 15 

Gloomy,  Still  Gloomy 102 

Glory  to  God  on  High 109 

Go  Wash  in  the  Strkam 66 

II. 

Hamburg.    L.  M 25 

Happy  Day.     L.  M 123 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  (Jloimous  Timi: 39 

He  Leadeth  ME 51 

Heaven  is  to  me 98 

Home  of  the  Soul 44 

Home,  Sweet  Home 113 

HoRTON.     7s 87 

How  firm  a  foundation 100 

I. 

I  AM  Coming  TO  the  Cross 41 

I  AM  FAR  from  THE  LaND 84 

I  AM  Praying  for  You 33 
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I  have  a  Saviour,  He  is  pleading 33 

I  have  found  repose  for  my  weary  soul..  18 
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I  have  oft  sought  to  know 

I  have  read  of  a  beautiful  citj- 

I  hear  the  Saviour  say 

I  HKAR  Thy  Welcomk  Voick 

I  Love  to  Tkll  the  Story 

I  NEED  Thee  evkry  hour 

I  Need  the  Prayers  of  those  I  Love. 

I  NEED  Thee,  Lamb  of  God 

I  sat  alone  with  life's  memories 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep 

I'll  sing  for  Jesus 

I'll  sing  of  that  stream 

I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 

I  will  sing  you  a  song 

Immanuel's  Land..  

In  sight  of  the  Crystal  Sea 

In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  glory 

In  the  darkest  hour , 

Is  IT  There  ?     Written  There  ? 

Is  there  no  cross  for  me  

Italian  Hymn.     6s  and  4s 


21  j  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone 124 


116 

124 

60 


My  country,  'tis  of  thee 

My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee  

My  God,  my  life,  my  b)vc 

My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 25 

My  Mission  Field 21 

My  soul,  be  on   thy  guard, 87 


71 

81 

124 

12.) 


X. 


Near  the  Cross 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Tiiek, 


Jesus,  I  my  Cross  have  Taken.. 

Jesus,  keep  me  near  the  Cross 

Jesus,  Lover  of  my  Soul 

Jesus  my  All 

Jesus,  Saviour,  hear  our  cry 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 

Joy  to  the  world 

Just  as  I  am 

Just  as  Thou  art,  by  man  denied, 

L.. 


69 

6 

5 

22 

16 

122 

82 

25 

83 


Laban.     S.  M 

"  Land  ahead  ! "  it's  fruits  are  waving 

Lebanon.     S.  M.  D 

Lenox.     H. M 

Let  us  gather  up  the  sunbeams 

Lo,  the  harvest  is  "whitii: 

Lo,  the  lilies,  how  they  grow 

Lord,  at  thy  mercy-seat 

Lord,  dismiss  us 

Lord,  I  am  thine 

Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessings., 

Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now 

M. 

j       Make  Room  for  Jesus 

Mid  pleasures  and  palaces 

More  Love  to  Thee 


No  Cross  for  Me 55 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 77 

Not  Half  has  ever  been  Told 90 

Nothing  but  Leaves 106 

O. 

0  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice 123 

0  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 124 
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Pass  not  By 16 
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Pleyel's  Hymn.     7s 

Portuguese  Hymn,     lis.. 


87 

67 
124! 
123  I 
115  ; 

88  I 
101  I  Rathbun.     83  and  \ 

22  !  Reapers,  0  reapers. 
Refuge 


19 
100 


Quebec.    L.  M 


R. 


122 

125 

24 

87 

105 

113 

24 


99 

17 

88 

104 

Rejoice  AND  BE  Gl.\d 14 

Rescue  the  Perishing 61 

Rest  in  the  Shadow  of  the  Rock 56 

Rest,  Pilgrim,  Rest 56 

Revive  Thy  work 65 

Revive  us  Again 14 

Rock  of  Ages 17 
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